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I ON a4 | | 
THOMAS 
Dux of Newcaſtle, 


| Lord Chamberlain of His MAIEST vs 
Houſbold, one of His MajtsTvY's moſt 
Honourable Privy-Council, and Knight 

of the moſs Noble Order of the Garter. 


» 

'Take the Liberty to Dedi- 
cate to Your GRACE The 

Invader of his Country, 
which is the Cor2olaxus of 
Shakeſpear alter d by me. 
And I have preſum'd to do 
this without asking Your 
Leave, becauſe this 1s a De- 

dAdication of an extraordina- 

Nature, and an Application to Your Grace 

or Juſtice, in a Cauſe that is determinable by 

our GRACE alone, by vertue of Your Office; 

s all Cauſes of the like Nature, ever ſince I 
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_ Your Grace has been ſo Active and ſo Sueceſſ. 


the future, and do Honour to Great Britain, 


DEDICATION, 
could remember, have been decided in the laſt 
Appeal by Your GRASS Predeceflars. 

My Lox, Coriolauut throws himfelf at 
Your Gra ct's Feet, in order to obtain _ 
of You; after having received as injurious Treat- 
ment from the petulant Deportment of two or 
three Inſolent Players, as ever he formerly did 
at Rome from the Brutal Rage of the Rabble. 
He has been baniſh'd from our Theatre by the 
one, thro' a miſtaken Greedineſs of Gain, as the 
other formerly expell'd him from Rome thro” a 
groundleſs Jealouſy of Power. | 

My Loxp, when I tell the World that Corio- 


anus has been unjuſtly baniſh'd from our Thea- 


tre by two or three Inſolent Players, I am ſure 
all thoſe will be apt to believe me, who will re- 
flect with Indignation and Diſdain, that that Ro- 
man is not the firſt Nobleman whom they have 
audaciouſſy dar'd to exclude from thence. And 


I hope this provoking Reflection will oblige 


Your Grace to vindicate Your own juſt Right, 


and the Crown's undoubted Prerogative. 


If the Concern which I have in this Cauſe were 
the only thing in Queſtion, I ſhould make a Con- 
ſcience of giving Your GRAcx any Trouble about 
it. But, my Lo Rp, tis a Cauſe of far more ex- 
tenſive and more important Conſequence. 'Tis | 
the noble Cauſe of Your Country, in which | 


ful, and in which this Play was alter; d; tis the 
Cauſe of Dramatick Poetry, the Cauſe of the 
Britiſh Muſes, and of all thoſe whom They 
vouchſafe to inſpire. - Tis Your Gzacs Who 
is to determine whether theſe ſhall Flouriſh for 


and conſequently to augment, in ſome meauregy 


DEDICATION: 
the Intereſt and Power of Your Country; or 
whether the beſt Profeſſors of the nobleit Art, 
and the Art it ſelf, muſt die. Tis Your GRACE 
who is to determine, whether Gentlemen who 
have great Capacities, who have had the moſt 
nerous Education, who have all their Lives 
ad the beſt and the nobleſt Deſigns for the Ser- 
vice of their Country, and the Inſtruction of 


Mankind, ſhall have their worthy Labours Ap 
E 


ported and render'd effectual to the great En 
for which they intended them; or whether they 
mult all be facrific'd to two or three Inſolent 


Actors, who have no Capacity, who have had 


no Education, who have not the leaſt Concern 
for their Country, who have nothing in their 
Heads or in their Hearts but low Thoughts, 
and fordid Deſigns; and yet at the ſame time 
have ſo much Pride, and ſo much inſupporta- 
ble Inſolence, as to dare to fly in the Face of 
the greateſt Perſons in England. | 
I will now lay the Matter of Fact before Your 
GRACE, by which I believe you will very eaſily 
Diſcern, that there was a Conſpiracy from the 
beginning, between the three Members of this 
ſeparate Miniſtry, as they are pleas'd to call 
themſelves, for the Deſtruction of this Play. 
were engaged to Act it the laſt Winter 


a yur 

by their Words ſolemnly given, and the acting 

of it then had been mo en the 
Nation was in the uneaſy Expectation of ' a 

Double Invaſion from Swedes on the North, 

and from Spain on the Weſt of England. In- 

= ſtead of ke 


eaſonable, when tho 


ing their Words with me; they 


3 Poſtpon'd a Play, that was writ in the Cauſe of 
their Country, in the Cauſe of their Sovereign, 
= N | _ whoſe 


* 


DE DIC ATI ON 


whoſe Servants as well as Subjects they call 
themſelves, for the moſt Abſurd and Inſipid 
Trifles that ever came upon any Stage. They 
began the Winter with preaching up Adultery 
to the Town by the Mouth of a Dramatick 
Prieſt: They ended it much after the rate at 
which they began it, by teaching Ladies how 
they may Cuckold their Husbands without 


the Apprehenſion of a Diſcovery; as if any 
Licenſe, or any Patent, would bear theſe Peo- | 


ple out in Debauching the People, or as if ſuch 


'a Practice were not ſufficient to diſannul any 


Patent. My Loxo, in the beginning of this 


Winter they began to rehearſe the Play, 
after they had diſpos'd ſome of the Comick | 


Parts to Perſons who were wholly unfit for 


them; and maim'd two of the principal 


Tragick Scenes to that Degree, that I could 
hardly know them. After about five Weeks 
Rehearſal, the tenth of November was fix'd for 
the Acting the Play. I could not prevail with 
them to put it oft for a Week Jonger, not- 
withſtanding 1t was moſt apparently their In- 
tereſt more than mine; . becauſe there was a 
daily Expectation of the KING's Arrival. My 


LoRrp, when the Tenth of November came, 
theſe three Religious Perſons were, to the | 
Wonder of all that heard of it, attack'd with | 
Scruples of Conſcience: They were inform'd | 


that it was the Third Day of a Young Au- 
thor at the other Houſe; and it would be 


Cruel, it would be Barbarous to have my Firſt | 


Day upon the other's Third. Thus did theſe 
good- natur'd Gentlemen take an © occaſion 


from a pretended” Tenderneſs to exerciſe a real | 
Barbarity. My Loxp, I was very eaſily 8 | 
vail d | 
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 _ DEDICATION. 
vaild with to put off the Play; but little 


thought, at the ſame time, that they deſign d to 


put it off for a Day only. I was very much fur- 
priz d when I found by the Bills, that the Play 
was to be Acted the very next Day, and that 
conſequently Friday was to be my Third Day: 
Now, My Lond „Friday is not only the very 
worſt Day of. the Week for an Audience, but 
this was that particular Friday, when a Hun- 
dred Perſons who deſign'd to be there, were 
either gone to meet the KING, or preparing 
here in Town to do that Duty, which was ex- 
pected from them at His Arrival. ff) 
Thus, My Lorp, did theſe good, human, 


tender-hearted Managers take an occaſion to 


exerciſe a real Barbarity upon their old Ac- 
quaintance, to whom they and their Stage are 
more oblig'd than to any Writer in England, 
from a pretended Tenderneſs to one who is a 
meer Stranger to them, and from whoſe Succeſs 
they could expect nothing but the leſſening of 
their Gain. My Lox, the Play was Acted 


on Wedneſday the 11th to an Audience of near 


a Hundred Pound, for ſo much they own'd to 
me. It was favourably received by the Audi- 


| ence. There did ſome Malice appear twice, 
but it was immediately drown'd' by the utmoſt 


Clamours of Applauſe. On Thar/day the Play 
was Acted again to an Audience of between 
Fifty and Threeſcore Pounds. And on Fri- 
day to an Audience of between Sixty and Se- 


| venty Pounds. Conſidering the Diſadvantages 


under which we lay, here were fair hopes for 
the future. And on. Friday, after the Play was 


done, theſe tender-hearted Managers caus'd a- 
nother to be given out, to the Aſtcniſhmenr of 


A 4 the 
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DED FCATION. 
the Audience, the Difappaintment' of thoſe 
who had referv'd themſelves for the Sixth 
Day, and the Retrenching three parts in four 

af my Profits; and this contrary to an Ancient 
Rule, which has been always obſerv'd till now 
by thoſe who have at any time had the Go- 
verament of a Playhouſe, and that is, never to 
give over a new Play which is favourably re- 
ceived by an Audience as long as it brings 
Charges. And, My Lorp, nothing can be 
more reaſonable and equitable than the Obſer- 
vation of this Rule. For ſince the Poet ven- 
tures his Intereſt in his Play, which is ſome- | 
times his All, and his Reputation into the bar- 
gan, which is his Hope of future Gain, can any 
thing be more juſt, than that the Maſters or 
Managers of a — — ſhould venture their 
Gain upon a probable proſpect of future Profit, 
the loſs of which for two or three Nights they 
Will hardly feel, rather than by laying down a 
— abruptly, abſolutely ruin the Author, who 
Perhaps has done his part to pleaſe. 
Now, my Loxp, I appeal to Your GRACE. 
if here was not a fair Proſpect of Succeſs for 
the future: The Play had been acted three 
Nights together, to a Hundred, to Sixty, and 
to Seventy Pound. I he Play was receiv'd the | 
firſt Night with Applauſe; The KING, and the | 
Court, and the Parliament, were all coming to 
Town. But notwithſtanding all our reaſonable 
Expectation, the Managers gave out another 
Play, inſolently declaring, that no Play was worth 
their Acting any longer than it brings a Hundred 
Pound. Now, my Lo d, they cannot but 
know that ſeveral Plays which have been but in- 
diſlerently follow'd the firſt Days, have mo 
wards 
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mirable Original, by Playing a Part which was 


DEDICATION 

wards come to be admir'd Plays, and to bring 
crowded Audiences. 'The beſt Play which can 
be writ by an Author who has not a Cabal, will 
hardly bring a Hundred Pound upon the fecond 
and fourth Nights; and the worſt that can be 
writ by a Poetaſter who has a Cabal, may do a 
great deal more. As long as the publick Taſte is 
{0 vitiated as it is at preſent, bad Plays are like 
to be mare crowded than good ones. So that, 


by their own Declaration, as long as theſe Per- 


ſons have the Management of the Play-houſe, 
there can be no Improvement of the publick 
Taſte ; good Writers are ſure to be diſcourag'd, 
and the Art of the Drama, in a little time, is 
certain to be loſt; and the Art of Writing is ſure 


| to be followed by the Art of Acting. For great 
Actors are not to be made but by Original Parts; 


and as tis an eternal general Rule, that a Copy 
has neither the free Spirit nor eaſy Grace of an 
Original, ſo the Copy of a Copy is ſtill more 
faint, and the ſeveral ſucceeding Copies grow 
weaker ſtill the further they deſcend from the 


Original, till all Life and all Reſemblance comes 


at laſt to be loſt. But if any one happens to ob- 


ject to him, that when a young Man who has a 


'Falent for Acting comes to Act a Part of which 


he has ſeen neither the Copying nor Original 


Actor, that Part is to him an Original one. To 
him I anſwer, that moſt of our Poets having had 
either the Addreſs or the Weakneſs, I leave it 
to Your GRACE to determine which, to write 


{ to the Manners and the 'Talents of ſome parti- 


cular Actors, it ſeems to me to be abſolutely im- 
oſſible, with Submiſſion to Your Gracr's 
3 that any Actor can become an ad- 


Writ 
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DEDICATION. 
writ and deſign'd for another Man's particular 
Talent. RS & . "30k er £31203 te 
Thus have I laid before Your GRACE the 
Reaſons why the Conduct of the preſent Mana- 
ers muſt deſtroy the very Species of Dramatick 
Poets and Players. And theſe Reaſons, which 
I hope are clear in themſelves, are confirm'd by 
infallible Experience: It being evident from Fact, 
that all our principal Dramatick Poets and Play- 
ers have been form'd while our Theatres were 
under the Lord Chamberlain's Regulation ; and 
that both Writing and Acting have gradually 
fall'n oft, ſince the . Jer have. pretended to 


_ * exclude him from his ſuriſdiction over them. 


And, my Lo Rp, tis a melancholy thing to con- 
fider, that there is not at preſent in Great Bri- 
Zain one promiſing Genius, or promiſing Actor, 
growing up for the Stage. 7 
As every Branch of Poetry in England muſt 
fall with the Dramatick, there being here no 
conſtant viſible Encouragement for Poets, but 
what is deriv'd from the Stage, I appeal to 
Your GR Ack, whether it is worth while, to 
turn Poetry, which is the nobleſt, and perhaps 
the only Original Branch of the Britiſßh) Learn- 
ing, out of the Nation, only to advance the 
Lucre of three Actors. . 
Thus, My LoRp, have I laid this Cauſe be- 
fore Vour GRACE; not without flattering my 
ſelt, that I have fully made it appear to You, 
that I have been us'd with extream Injuſtice 
by the Managers of the Play-houſe. Before 
this Play came upon the Stage, it had the Ap- 
probation of ſome of the very beſt Judges in 
England, who are io, and are univerſally ac- 
knowledg'd to be ſo, and who are too exal- 
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ted both by their High Stations, and the 
Greatneſs of their Minds, to ſay a thing to me; 
which they did not think. I have had this 
Play long enough by me to form as true and 


as ſure a Judgment of it my ſelf, as any one 


can do, who underſtands Poetical Matters no 
better than my ſelf. And as a Man who is op- 
preſt is allow'd to ſpeak Truth in his own be- 
half, I humbly conceive, that nothing compa- 


| rably to it has been produced at the Theatre 


in Drary-Lane, ſince theſe People had the 
Management of it, not excepting Mr. Cibber's 
Heroick Daughter, who, for ought I know, 


may be more Heroick than the Daughter of 
| Corneille; but there is this remarkable Diffe- 


rence between them, that Cornez/e's is Beauti- 
ful and Spiritual, and Mr. Cibber's Ugly and 
Inſipid. | 2115.5) | | 

My Lox, I humbly. beg Your GRACkE's 
Pardon, for ſpeaking theſe few Words in my 
own behalf, which I do not abſolutely deſpair 
of obtaining, when I conſider that Cibber has 
lately employed thirty Pages in his own fulſom 
Commendation. 5 8 

My Loxrp, the Mention of this Player natu- 
rally brings me to another thing which Your 
GRACE is now to determine; and that is, whe- 
ther this is not only mine, but the Cauſe of Dra- 
matick Poetry it ſelf, of all the Writers, and of 
all the Lovers of it: I hope I have made it ap- 
pear, that all theſe join with me in this Petition 


to Your Graces for a Redreſs of intollerable 


Grievances, which none but the KING and 
Your GRACE can Redreſs; that we who have 


ſcorn'd to be Slaves to our Princes, may be no 
longer ſubject to the ridiculous Tyranny of our 


own 


DEDICATION. 
own wretched Creatures, our own Tools and 
Inſtruments; that They may no longer ſet up for 
Judges in their own Cauſe, which Engliſhmen 
would never allow to: their Kings; that They 
may no longer uſurp a Government, which they | 


have neither Capacity, nor Equity, nor Antho- | 


rity to ſupport, and of which Your GRACE is 


the Lawful Monarch. How glorious will it be 
for Your Gracs to Protect and Preferve ſo 


noble an Art, and the only reaſonable publick 
Diverſion that ever was yet invented! And how 
much will it endear Your Gra ct's Name and 
Memory to all the Writers and Lovers of Dra- 
matick Poetry, both preſent and to come! My 
LokrvD, as all thoſe Perſons will be highly 
pleaſed with an Alteration in the Management 
of the Stage, they certainly expect it from Your 
Gxrace's Beneficence, from Your Love to Your. 
Country, from Your Knowledge. and Love of 
1 and from the Greatneſs of Vour Mind. 

am, l We 


My LORD, 
Your G R CE'S 
moſt Obedient, and - 
 woft Humble Servant, 


John Dennis. 
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I whoſe Original we may deſcry, 

* here Maſter-ſtrokes in wild Confuſion vr, 
Aere brought ta as much Order as we can 

s Reduce thoſe Beauties upon Shakeſpear's Plan; 


PR 0 LO 0 U E, 


Spoken by Mr. MILLS. 


HE Tragedy we repreſent to D 
1s but a Grafting upon Shakeſpear 8 Play, 


And from his Plan we dar'd not to depart, 

Leaſt Nature ſhould be loft in Queſt of Art 

And Art had been attain'd with too much Caſt, 

Had Shakeſpear's Beauties in the Search been loſt. 
AsPhilomel, whom Heav'n and Phœbus teach, 
Has Notes which Birds, that Man inſtructs, ne er reach. 
64 $o Shakeſpear, Fancy s ſweeteſt Child, 


« J/arbles br Native Woaod-Notes wild. Miltan. 
While ev'ry Note takes the rapt Heroe's Heart, 

And ev'ry Note's victorious over Art. 

Then what is ours,toNight,excuſe for Shakeſpear Part. 


You chiefly, who are truly Britons nam'd, 

Whoſe Breaſts are with your Country's Love inflan'd, 
Whoſe martial Toils as long as Time ſhall live, 

Whoſe Conqueſts Credit to old Fables give. 

Congueſts which more renown'd by Age fhall * 

To which ev'n late Poſterity ſhall owe C 
The nobleſt Hiftory the World can ſhow ; 
lou in our juſt Defence muſt ſure engage, 

And ſhield us from the Storms of Fattious Rage. 


In the ſame Cauſe in which each Champion fights, 
In the ſame noble Cauſe our daring Poet writes, - 


For as when Britain's Rebel Sons of late 
Combin'd with Foreign Foes tinvade the State, 
She to your Palour and your Conduct owes, 


8 That ſhe ſubdued and cruſb'd her num rous Foes - 


We fhew, to Night, ſuch Treaſons to prevent, 
That their Guilt s follow'd by their Puniſhment, 
That Heav'n's the Guardian of our Rightful Cauſe, 


And watches ver our Sov reign and our Laws. 


EPILOGUE 


F 


Written by the Author, and intended to be Spoken. 
N Sirs, we wait to know if the ſame Doom 

Attends our Heroe here that did at Rome. 
By Noiſe and Uproar he was driven from thence, 


While Merit was a poor and weak Defence. 

But let him not by thoſe be baniſh'd hence. 

If be was baniſh'd thence, *twas againſt Right, 

And done by the mad Rabble's beaſtly Spight ; 

IF the ſame Spight his Merit here attends, 
Perhaps too here he'll find the choſen few his Friends. 
But if theſe Friends prove weak in his Defence, 

And he and Shakeſpear muſt be driven hence; 

As when he formerly was baniſh'd Rome, 

He led the Volſcians on to urge it3 Doom; 

Fo now he S$wears, in his impetuous Rage, 
Fack-Puddings, Eunuchs, Tumblers ſball engage, 
To damn the Muſes, and deſtroy the Stage. | 


— 


r. 
HE Epilogue which follows was writ by Mr. C:bber, and ſpoke by Mrs. 
Oldfield. I never could get a fight of it before it was ſpoke, and when it 
was ſpoke, I heard it at ſuch a diſtance from. Mrs. Oldfield, that I heard it 
very imperfe&ly. When 1 came to read it, I found it to be a wretched Medley 
of Impudence and Nonſenſe. As I ſaw he had made exceeding bold with me, 
fo I found, that like a very honeſt Gentleman, he had betray'd the Truſt re- 
pos'd in him, and endeavour'd to give the Audience an ill Impreſſion of the 
Play. At the latter end of the Epilogue, there is an appearance of Loyalty, which 
ſav'd the whole from the Fate which had otherwiſe attended it. But tis as eaſy for 
Mr. Cibber at this time of Day to make a Bounce with his Loyalty, as 'tis for 
a Bully at Sea, who had lain hid in the Hold all the time of the Fight, to come 
up and ſwagger upon the Deck after the Danger is over. I would fain hear of 
ſome Proof that he gave of his Zeal for the Proteſtant Succeſſion, before the 
King's Acceſſion to the Croun, or ſome Proof which he has given fince by any 
Action which was not to get him Money, and bring the Court to his Play. I 
am perfectly ſatisfied that any Author who brings a Play to Drury-Lane, muſt, 
if *ris a good one, be ſacrificed to the Jealouſic of this fine Writer, unleſs he 
has either a powerful Cabal, or unleſs he will flatter Mr, Rebert Wilks, and 
make him believe that he is an excellent Tragedian ; which would be as Ridi- 
culous and as abſurd, as it would be to Compliment a Fellow in a Fair upon 
his walking on the High Rope, who is only a Tumbler; or as it would be to 
compliment: Mr. cibber upon his Maſterpieces in Tragedies, Perolla, and the 
Heroick, Daughter, which are as full of Nonſenſe and Falſe Engliſb even as this 
Epilogue, and are full of Riff, awkward, affected Stuff, and Lines that make | 
as hideous a Noiſe, as if they were compos'd in an ltinerant Wheel-Barzow. | 
To end as 1 began with the Epilogue; if any Reader can tell me the | 
meaning of ſome Lines init, erit mihi magnus Apollo. ET T 
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251 LO GU E, Written by Mr. C IBBER, | 
Spoken by Mrs. OLD FIELD. 

0 F lun, wet Anchors, when their Plays are done, 

Contrive to fend us prating Women on; 

4 if our Wiſe Haranguing could not fail 8 


appeaſe the Critick, a5 when under Sail 
hips throw an empty Barrel to a Whale, 
But hold don't this Affront us? 
That Criticks are like Whales, f far's but Civil, 

But that @ Woman is 4 Barrel 0 the Devil! - 

o ho! Now at his ſenſeleſs Wit I partly gueſs! ? : 


* 


Barrels, he thinks, may well our Forms expreſs; 

He means, we're like for Sound, and Hoops, and Hollowneſs : 

J 5weecly concluding it of courſe muſt follow, | 

The Part of Haman moſt deſar'd, her Heart, is hollow. 

And pray, what's Man then, to return his Feſt? 

Why, when a Woman's well provok'd, a Beaſt ; 

For on their wiſeſt Heads, we can clap Horns at leaſt. 

Barrels ! A ſawcy Puppy! ſenſeleſs Rogue ! 

Bad, I've a mind to Damn his Epilogue! 

His Play I need n0t-———0; poor wretched Elf ! - 
That Matter's Rug! He's done that Jobb himſelf. 15 
He has preacht Morals to wild Engliſh Brains, | l 
In ſiupid Hopes, you'll thank him for his Pains. 
Impos er from Tragick Scenes Succeſs would ſee, 

Should give your various Taſtes Variety; 5 

Inſtead of Camps and War, Lovers, and Grotts, 4 

To fwell the Fair with Sighs and—— pretty Thoughts, | > 

rs. (no Criticks muſt be pleas d,) bas feaſted them with Faults, 

it or that lus Fancy might no Tafte eſca 

it Have treated Rakes of phy nv with a Rape; 

ey Hor, to ſecure him Friends, ſhemn other Sights; | | | | 

ie; WH For Whiggs, aſſerted Liberty, and Rights; | | } 

"© 6, 4 Deſpotick King —— for Jacobites. 

. _ © then, when things were brought to th laſt Confuſlon, 

— Have ſhewn, what haneſt Men might make their Uſe on, 8 

or hat here, all Parties join d in once 4 Revolution, 

ne Lis could not fai —Nay, ſome ſtill keep ſuch Pother, 

of Dey lib the One ſo well, they want Another! 

he n here, for half a Crown, you might have ſeen 

ny at Madneſs twere to live ſuch Days again. 

3 Had he ſhewn Laws infring d, or let you ſee | 

iſt, The Sweets of Refilineal Tyramny, | | 

he WO laſt thoſe Wrerches, "who, while free, complaits 5 


nd They re roblid of their Hereditary Chais, 
di- id Fine for Kings — fit only on the Stage 40 Reign, 
8 —＋＋, adore em then might here enjoy 

Kilt Men with Hearts, dike Beaſts of Pr * 
his g em Hence, ler Free-born == 
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5 Caius Martius — E Mr. Booth. 
Wl | Aufidius, Mr. Mills. 
| Menenius, Mr. Corey. 
| Cominius, 5 Mr. Thur mond. 
Sicinius, 2 Two Tribunes Mr. N. Wilks. 
1 Brutus, > of the People. Mr. Walker. 
| | Lucius Cluentius, Mr. Boman, Sen 
| Titus Largius, Mr. Williams. 
5 LEdile, | x Mr. Oates. 
| Ift Citizen, Wis Mr. Bickerſaf.. 
1 24d Citizen ( Of Coriolanus's Mr. Penkethman, 
3d Citizen, ( Party. Mr. Johnſon. 
wa Citizen, ) Mr. Miller. 
ſt Citizen, » Of Sempronius's Mr. Norris. 
20 Citizen, 8 Party. Mr. Cros. 
iſt Servant, } © © 3 Mr. Penkethman 
2d Servant, To Aufidius, Mr. Norris. 
3d Servant, Mr. Miller. 
WOMEN. | 
Volumnia, Mother to Coriolanus, Nin gane, 12 
Virgilia, Wife to Coriolanus, Mrs. Thurmand. 


Senators of Rome, and hen 3 nene Soldiers 
Ladies and Attendams. 


The SCENE i- partly in \ Roms, and part! 
in the Territories of the 8 


an, PIT: 
INVADER of his Country: 
Sen | | O R, by = 
Is. f 25 ve 0 

The FATAL RESENTMENT. 
mar An Alarm; and after it enter Cominius and 

three Tribunes of the Legions. 

COMINIUS. 
= : 77:5. Halt! 3 
>, » 4 CRT. 2 
ib. At length they make a Stand: 


om. Lightning confound them! had 
they ſhewn in Bartel 


af. 


— — —_ — — 


„Tue Invader of his Country: Or, 


What Force, what Spirit haye we to receive him? 
O Death to all my Hope of Fame and Conqueſt? 
We ſhall be routed ſhamefully, entirely: ; 
Rome for two hundred Years as been Victorious, 5 
And never loſt a Battel till this Hour. a 
O cruel Gods! that thus have choſe Cominius 
To give th' Example of ignoble Flight. 

1 Trib. My Lord, one Comfort is remaining yet; 

Methought that in the Intervals of Fi 1 ; 

I now and then diſtinctly heard th' Aﬀaults 

Of thoſe our Friends tf 1 e before Corioli. 5 
2 Trib. I heard them plainly, and their ſhouts of 

Triumph, 
5 Guſts convey d and ſnatch'd by turn 
rom us 
Com. Ye Gods, who have determin'd Rome ſhall ri 

By War, to be the Miſtreſs of the Univerſe, 

O give them ſudden Victory, and bring them 

With all their Forces, and their Heroe _ 

To turn the Fortune of the Field and Rome. 
1 Trib. Who comes there? | 
2 Trib. Stand! 

3 Trib. Give the word! 
Enter Lucius Cluentius. 
L. Cluent. Mars and Quirinus! 
1 Trib. Lucius Cluentius from Corioli. | 
Com. Tribune, thy News! what F ortune have ou 
Friends? 

How fares the Hope of Rome, the noble n * 
1 Tyib. Well, as I hope, but that the Gods beſt know 
Com. Ha! What doſt thou mean? _ 

Anſwer, in what condition didſt thou leaye him? 
L. Cluent. Cover'd with Fame, and crown'd with 

Aa wk Arps 

nd warmly he purſu'd the flying Volſcians. 
Com. Thou miltak'ſt: n 
The Volſcians, to which Marcius ſtands oppos d 
With Titus Largias, are within Corioli. | 
. L. Chen | 


+ The Fatal Neſentment. 3 


* I. Cluent: Yes, but this Morning, at the break I. . 
with all their Force they made a deſperate Sally, 
And beat our braveſt Romans to their Trenches: 
Till rallied and led up by noble Marcius, N! 
They ſeem'd to take new Life, new Fire from Him, £ 
And breath'd, and look'd, 2nd fought once more like 

Romans. 

Ut; Then we turn'd Chaſers who before were hunted, 

And quickly made the Yolſcians ſeek for Shelter 
Amidſt their Wives and Children. 

: Com, O would to all the Gods that thou wouldit end 

ts o As nobly thou begin'ſt! 

L. Cluent. Marcius, ſtill foremoſt in the chaſe of Glory, 
turn Hung like Deſtruction on their broken Rear, 
„And made a dreadful Slaughter of their Flyers 
1 il Up to their Gates, expanded to receive them, 

Swift as conſuming Lightning he purſu'd them, 

Still blaſting, as he follow'd; when, curs'd Moment !— 
Com. And fatal Pauſe! Go on, for I'm Pprepar'd | 
To hear the worſt of Fate. 

I. Cluent. O wonderful, but oh difaſtrous Valour! 

Marcius, tranſported by his matchleſs Fire, | 

Enters the Town impetuous with the Volſcians; 

And while our ferceſt Romans ſtopt and paus'd, 

Struck and aſtoniſh'd at the wond'rous Action, 

With Horror and Confufion I beheld 

ou The maſſy Gates returning on their Hinges, 

And Marcius ſnut among ten thouſand Foes, 

ind left alone expos'd to all their Fury. 

Com. O noble Roman! 

arcius is ſlain, the Hope of Rome is gone hs 

For thou wouldſt die, I know, a thouſand Deaths, 

with Before thou wouldſt be Captive to the Fol/tians. 

Tho' thou f peak'ſt Truth 3 thou ſpeak'it not 

ow long 1 io 't ſince this fatal Action happen d? [well. 

L. Cluent. Above an Hour, my Lord. 

Com. Corioli is diſtant but a Mile, 


„ nd hither we Ke heard their Drums z 
1 B 2 How 


* 


Jocund as when our Nuptial Day wWas done, 


de Invader of his Contry: Or, 
How couldft thou in a Mile confound” an Hour, 
And bring thy News fo late? 


L. Cluent. Spies of the Yolſe: - 
Held me in chaſe, that I Was fore'd & 8 


. 
E 


Three or four Miles about; 5 or elſe, my Lerd, 
1 had in leſs than half the time been here. 


Com. Hie thee to Rome, and let che Senate know this;| J 
And tell them I my ſelf have been repuls'd, g 
And that each moment I'm in expectation 
Of being once more attack'd by fierce Aufidius. 

| [Exit Cluent. 
Enter a 2 Tribune. 

4 Trib. My Lord, Auſidius leads his Y olſcians down IC 
Into the Plain, and ſeems reſolv'd © attack us. 

Com. Are all the Soldiers ready to receive them? 

4 Trib, Their Hands are ready, but their Hearts a 

en Then all, I fear, is loſt. real | 
Farewel, O Rome, and thou, O Life, farewel! 
For 1 will ne er return Inglorious home 
And know, O Rome, that he who for thee Dies, 
Does more than he who Conquers. Ha! who's yondet 
That looks as he were flea'd all o'er? O Gods! 
That Figure and that Stamp T've ſeen before, 
And nobly painted thus with Hoſtile Blood. 
"Tis ſure the Ghoſt of Marcius come from Hell, 
To be reveng'd of the perfidious Yol/cians. 

Marc. [ Within:] Come I too late? 

Com. By Immortal Jove tis he! he lives, he lives: 
The Shepherd knows not Thunder from a Tabor, 
More than I know the Sound of Marcins Voice, 
From N meaner Man's. 

Enter Marcius. 

Mare: Come I too late? 

Com. Yes, if you come not in the Blood of orhers 
Bur mantled iti your own. 

Marc. Oh let me claſp thee ! | 
In Arms as ſound as when I woo'd, in Heart 


And 'Tapers burnt to Bedward, Co 


The Fare 11 5 
Com. NE Wonder, or what God has brought thee 


hither? 
Lucius Cluentius brought the fatal News 
But now, that thou wert ſhut within Corioli. 
Marc. You heard the Truth. 
Com. What God, propitious to the Fate of "OY 
5; Wrought thy Deliverance ſo very ſoon, 
So very unexpected! 
Marc.T want both Hawe and Breath t' inform you now. 
Com. Thou Flower of Warriors, how fares Titus 
nt. Largius? 
Marc. the Man fares who does the work of Fate, 
n Condemning ſome to Death, and ſome to Exile; 
Ranſoming ſome, ſome pitying, threatning others: 
Holding Corioli in the Name of Rome, 
E en like a fawning Gre {qa in the Leaſh, 
ak To let them flip at ple 
But ſee he comes himſelf r t 8 you further. 
Enter Largius. 
3 Com. More Wonders! welcome, Titus; thou art come 
dei Moſt _ ected, in a lucky Hour. 
Larg. O General! {ce BY the noble Steed, 
For we are but the bare Capariſon. 
Oh J have Miraeles to entertain thee, 
Tranſcending all Belief, ſurpaſſing all Example. 
Behold that onderful, that Godlike Man, 
ho When he was enclos d among ten thouſand, 
Drove them, like ſome Divinity, before him; 
Infuſing mortal Terrors thro' their Souls: 
Then to our Romans open'd wide their Gates, 
And let in mighty Ruin on them all. 
. Com. Thou Heroe of the Age, and God of War, 
Pith Wonder I ſurvey thee. | 
aer Marc. No more, I do beſeech you. 
* y Mother has a Right t' extoll her Blood ; 
x when ſhe gy me, ſhe always grieves me: 
his is a time for Action, not for Talk. 
laſt thou brought any Succours to us, Titus? 
B 3 


res: 


Co Larg. 


Ne Invader of his Country : Or, 


For one ſhort Hour or two. 


How lies their Battle? Know you on what Side 


And were any thing but what I am, 


Lag. All but a few who ſtay to guard the Town, 


For if we win the Field, the Town is ours; 
But loſing that, we loſe of courſe the other. 1 

Marci. Where lies the Enemy? Are we Lords of the 
If not, why, General, ceaſe we till we are fo? [Field: 

Com. Marcius, we have to diſadvantage fought, 
And now expect to be attack'd again. = 

Marci. The Men half vanquifh'd are, who are attack'd; 
Let us march up to them without delay, 
And be ourſelves th' Attackers. 2 


They have plac'd their Men of Truſt? 

Com. As near as I can gueſs, my Noble Marcius, 
They who compoſe their Center are the Veterans, 
On whom they moſt rely, commanded by 
Tullus Aufidius, their ſucceſsful General. | 

Marci. A fortunate and formidable Leader. 
Were there a Man on Earth whom I cou'd envy, MK: 
It ſhould be this Aufidius; EO Fn 


I then could with that I were only he. 
Com. You have fought together. (other? 
Marci. Were half this Globe in Conflict with th 

And he upon my Party, I'd revolt ! 

That I might combat him; he is a Lyon, | 

Whom I am proud to hunt; therefore beſeech you, a 


By all the Battles we have fought together, 
By all the Blood we have together ſhed, 
And by the ſolemn Vows which we have made 
To let no Time diſſolve our bond of Friendſhip, 
1 beg you that you would directly ſet ne 
Againſt this fierce Aufidius and his Antiats; 
And that without the leaſt delay we march, 
Filling the Air with Swords and Darts advanc'd, 
And make ev'n this the great deciding Hour. 
Com. Tho' I could with ny 

You were conducted to a gentle Bath, 


* 
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And healing Balm infus'd into your Wounds, 
Vet dare Ine er deny what Marcius asks: 
Then let the Soldiers ſtrait ſurround this Tent, 
And take your choice of thoſe who are moſt fit, 
To imitate thy great and bright Example. 


Marci. They are moſt proper who are the moſt willing, 


If there be ſuch, which were a Crime to doubt; 
Who love this noble Paint with which I'm dy'd; 
If here are any who are leſs afraid CE TE. 
Of dangers to their Perſons, than their Fames, 


If any think brave Death outweighs bad Life, 


Such are my Friends, my Brethren and my Countrymen, 


And that his Country's dearer than himſelf, 
Let all who find theſe noble Diſpoſitions | 
Advance their Swords, to ſhew their Reſolutions, 


And only ſuch are fit to follow Marcizs. 


"1 hey all ſhout and flouriſh their Swords. 
1½ Sold. Lead on, brave Marcius, thee we follow all 


To Death or Victory. | 
All. To Death or Victory we follow all. 
Com. Was ever ſuch a ſudden wondrous Change? 


They look, they move, they breath with other Souls, 


And more than mortal Fury. [Shout again. 

* Marci, Ay, in that Shout the Holſcian Army fell; 

Yes, my brave Friends, ye have already conquer'd, 

L ſee it in your Eyes, I hear it in your Voices. 

Come on, and I, as Time does Fate, will lead you 

To Slaughter and unbounded Devaſtation. | 
All. ToDeath or Victory lead on, brave Marcius. [ Exe. 


[ Alarm as in Battle. 


Enter Marcius and Aufidius at ſeveral Doors. 
Marci. I'll fight with none but thee, for I do hate thee 
Worſe than a Promiſe- breaker. mn 
Auf. We hate alike. 
Not Africk owns a Serpent I abho 


More than thy Fame and Envy; fix thy Foot. 


Marci. Let the firſt Starter dye the other's Slave; 


And after that moſt ignominious Death, 
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8 The Invader of his Country: Or, 
May the Gods doom him to eternal Torments. 


Auf If I fly, Marcius, hoot me like a Hare. 
Marci. Tullus „ know, within theſe three 
Alone in your Corioli 1 PIR... | 1 
Alone in your Corioli I pan 0 
Where walking like the Su _ of Fove, 
I with this angle Arm dealt Fate amongſt them, 
Beliey'ſt thou tis my Blood with which I'm mark d? 
No: *tis thy deareſt Friends, and thy 1 
Now rouſe thy Faculties to great Reve DN 
And ſcrue them to the utmoſt height o S ury. - 
Aufid. Think*ftthou, when I behold thy hated Face, 
want to be provok'd by Words to kill thee? 
Thou ſay'ſt, 1 ſee upon thy painted Skin - 
'The Blood of my dear Friends, and m wy: Relations: 
Thou Fool, what's — to other ſtabbing Sight, 
When in thy haughty and inſulting Eyes 
J ſee thy boaſted Triumphs o'er Aufidiqs. 


Yes, char sthe Sight that works my Rage to h ber 


And in me kindles ſuch a raging Feaver, 
That if tis not extinguiſh'd by thy Blood 
I'll quench it with my own. 
arci. Then take thy Wiſh, 
Have at thy Life, and if the Palſcias Pow r. 


[ Here they fight, and certain Volſcians eome to 
the Aid of Aufidius; Marcius fights ill they ars 


driven in breathleſs. 


las. to his Men. Stand from between us, oh, land 


off, IJ charge you. 
Stand off, ye Scandals to the Fame of Tullus / | 
Baſe and officious Cowards, how did you dare 


To think that I, engaged againſt one Roman, 
Could ſtand in need O 4 ? 


{ Flourt 


ctory of Cominius. 
Com. Enough, my kind Companions of the War, 


Alarm. A Retreat is Nudes. ; 
Enter at one Door Cominius with the Romans, at ano- © 


ther Door Marcus. The Soldiers proc clai 5 7 be Vis $ 
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Our Rome hath ſuch a Soldier. Vet this Victory 3 
Thou gain'dft, when thou wert wearied more than half J 
By conquering with thy ſingle Arm Corioli. 


> Wb, © by fe , —* T e 
e * 
„ . 


You force me to uſurp another's Right, * 
For there's the Heros to whom all is due: 1 
"Tis he who ſav'd your Perſons, ſav'd your Names, 1 
And did immortal Honour to your Country; = 
Who rais'd Cominius to eternal Fame, | | | 
Ev'n from the brink of everlaſting Infamy. , = 
Oh Caius, Caius, I am loſt in Wonder; N 
For I this Day have ſeen thee do ſuch things, 
Such more than mortal things, that ſhould'ſt thou now 
Hear 3 8 cn neſs 2 9 
Thou didſt with ike Fury, muc ion 
Whether thou wouldft — 6 at the Relation, 
And doubt the Truth of thy own Hiſtory. 

Marci. Enough, enough, my General, and too much. 
I have ſome Wounds upon me, and they ſmart 
To hear themſelves remember'd. 

Com. But baſe Forgetfulneſs might make them angry, 
And black Ingratitude might make them feſter. | 
However, Marcius, ſo far thou art right, | 
That Talk 1s but a barren Recompence 
For thy unequall'd Merit. 9070 | 
Therefore ll ſay no more, till J report it 


Where Senators ſhall mingle Tears with Smiles, 
Where great Patricians that are uſed to Victory 


Shall ſtart, and ſhrug, and lift their Eyes to Heaven 


Where Matrons ſhall grow pale at the Relation, 
2 Trembling with pleaſure intermix'd with horrour ; 


Yet greedy ſtill, devour the wondrous Tale: 


| ee the _ Tribunes, and the rank Plebeians, * 
hat have ſo long malign'd thy growing Glory, 9 
Shall ſay, againſt their 1 we chk the Gods, '1 


Marci. Nay, General as | | 
Com. Proceed wenow to ſomething more than Talk. 


Then be it known to all the World that Marcius 
Ey Merit wears the Laurel of this Victory; 
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10 The Ia valle⸗: W Or, 
; And for a laſting Token of this Conqueſt, - 
My Noble Steed known to the Camp I give him, J 
ith all his rich Capariſon s from h | 
For what he did within Corioli, call him, wn; 5 
With all the applauſe and clamour of the Hoſt, - 
Cains Marcius — 
All. Caius Marcius Suden Hail! 
i All. All hail, Coriolanus / | 
1 Marci. I will go waſh, and when my Face i is fair, 
| You ſhall perceive whether I bluſh or not. f 
5 Com. Beſides, of all the Horſes, all the Treaſure, 
* Whereof we have taken ftore in Field and City, 
| We render you the Tenth, to be choſe out + 
* Before the common Diſtribution's made. 
Marci. I thank you, General: but of all your Gifts 
Your Steed and Noble Sirname I accept, 
Which ſetting my old Honours ſtill before me, | 
Shall — excite my Soul to new ones. | 
But ablolutely I refuſe the reſt, ONE 
And ftand upon my common part with thoſe. 
Who have * bare Spectators of the Viftory. 
Com. Now, my Companions of the War, prepare 
* To march our conquering Legions back to Roms? 
i You, Caius Marcius, mult remain with me. 
io . { Exeunt all but Comin and 360 
Com. Now we muſt back to Rome, Coriolanus, 
Where all will now give way to Joy and Tranſport, 
T' unruly Joy, and to tumultuous Tranſport, 
And there will be nor time, nor place for Council 
A word then to thy darling Intereſt now : 
When we're at Rome, I know th' aſſembled Senate 
At my Propoſal will deſign thee Conſul, 
Be not thou wanting to thy own advancement. 
Cor. And how ſhould I be wanting? 
Com. s, Caius, thou art Brave beyond rte, 
Thy Soul's poſſeſt of ev'ry peaceful Virtue, 
1 Temperate, chaſt, obſervant of the Laws, 
With an Integrity like that of Jove, 
14 Above the Pow'r of Fortune or of Fate; Yet il 
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The Fatal Reſentment. 18 
Yet thy one Blemiſh will all this diſgrace. 
Cor. Name it, my Lord. 
Com. Thou haſt a Soul too haughty and ſevere * 
For one who. lives in a Free State, a State ll 
That's ſo much founded on Equality. ” 2 
You have been too harſh, and have provok'd the People. 
Cor. J hate the People. 2:99 phe ls 
Com. Then give me leave to tell you, you're ungrateful;z 
For to this very People, whom you hate, 
You more than half your matchleſs Conqueſts owe, 
And more than half your Glory. | 
Cor. Owe them to them! | 


Com. To them, by whoſe Aſſiſtance you have conquer'd, 
And in the Camp you cheriſh and eſteem them. 
Cor. Becauſe they-pay a blind Obedience here, 
And ne'er diſpute © Will of their Superiors z 
At Rome they inſolently aim at Pow'r, 
And to controul the Nobles and the Senate, 
And therefore there I hate them. | 
Com. TheDiſcipline of War requires unboundedSway, 
But Peace reſtrains aſpiring Pow'r by Law: 
And when at Rome the People curb the Senate, 
Tis when th' ambitious Race of our Patricians 
Seem aiming at that 'Tyranny themſelves, | 
For which they expell'd the proud and cruel Targuin. 
Cheriſh the People when at Rome henceforward, 
As here on Volſcian Land you fight for them. 
Cor. Is it for them I fight? Is it for them 
I loſe my deareſt Blood ? 
Com. Is it not in thy Country's Cauſe thou fight/{t? 
Cor. Moſt certainly. 
Com. And are the Walls or Fields thy Country then? 
Cor. No; the Patricians, and the noble Senate. 
Com. A narrow Country, of a poor Extent, 
Not the tenth part fo large as was our Rome, 
When *twas firſt founded by our Martial Romulus. 


Thuy Country is the People. Mature. 
Cor. When they're but nam'd, they ſhock my "wy 
Cem. 


12 The Invader of his Countxy : Ori 


Com. And doeſt thou think thy Nature different then 
From that of this ſo deſpicable ns 5 
2 Know, what they, are thy Anceſtors have. a. 
I And what thou art will , Fe N be. 
Alas, we're all compounded of one Stuff: 
The Gods, who made us, no ſuch difference "iy 
Between Patricians and th' ignoble Vulgar? 
But hark! the Trumpet calls; we muſt to Rome, 
ö And as we march, let's in our Minds revolve, 
| | | That this brave People, whom ſo much thou hat t. 
Are deſtin'd by the Gods to rule the Univerſe. 
| N = them our Rome ſhall to the Stars ariſc : 
hom the Gods favour, let not Man deſpiſe. 


„ The End of the Firſt ACT. 


ACTIL SCENEL 
Enter Volumnia, and Virgilia. ; . 


Vol. RTE, e, leave (theſe Geke Mut 
murs: © | 


Dreams are but idle Vapours without Meaning. 
Virg. Ay, but for five ſucceſſive Nights this Viſio 
At dead of Night has viſited my Slumbers; 
For five ſucceſhve Nights I've ſeen my Lord 
Supriz d, ſurrounded, murder'd by the Volſcians. 
Vol. The meer Deluſions of your Melancholy. 
But, after all, ſup oſe Preſage divine 3 
Did by theſe Viſions break your reſtleſs Slumbers, 
Should they perfwade you to throw off the Roma 
And to appear dejected and deſponding ! | 
This is juſt counter to the Gods Deſign; 
Why ſhou'd at any time divine Prediction 
& Deſcend, t' inform us of our future Fate? 
Is it, that by foreſeeing we can ſnun 
Th' Eternal Dictates of Almighty Will? 
Or, that the Powers take 3 — Delight, 
To plagne the Minds of miſerable Mortals, 
er, vain Fore-knowledge of avoidleſs IIls? 
No ſure ; tis that our Souls without ſurpriſe 
May be prepared to meet the worſt of Fate, | 
That we fecure may view its ghaſtfull'ſt Terror: 
Stem with undaunted Breaſts 2 Flood of Evils, . 
And may, in ſhort, behave our ſelves like Roman: 
And like the darling Offspring of the Gods, 


} 
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Virg. You arc the awful Parent of my Marcius - 
Do you not love your Son ? | | 
Hol. Ves, with a Love, as tender, and as true, 
As ſofteſt Mothers love their darling Children : 
For which of them can ſhow a Son like Marciu 
To juſtiſie her Fondneſs? Such a Son 
As my luxuriant, wanton Fancy form'd, 
Such as my boldeſt, warmeſt Wiſhes pray'd for; 
Exactly ſuch a one the Gods have ſent me. © 
Yet ſuch a Child, and ſuch an only Child, 
So cheriſh'd, ſo belov'd, (for all true Love 
Is always regulated by th* Advantage 
Of the beloved Object, not its own;3) 
E're yet the Down his tender Cheek adorn'd, . 
While Youthful Beauty drew all Eyes upon him, 
When, tho' a King ſhould beg a live-long Day, 
Some Mothers would not. part with him an Hour; 
I, knowing Indolent, Inglorious Men WP 
To be but Pictures, the dead Furniture 
Of Houſes that are Noble, that 'tis Glory 
That ends what we begin, and makes the Man; 
Convinc'd of this, to a cruel War I ſent him, 
Where he thro' Manly Dangers hunted Fame, 
And Brow-bound with the Oak came back to Rome. 
I rell thee, Daughter, my Heart ſprung not more 
When firſt I heard there was a Man-child born, 
Than when my Boy firſt port himſelf a Man. 
Virg. But can you think of his untimely Death, 
And not feel Horror at the dreadful Thought? 
Vol. No; at that Thought great Nature takes th' A- 
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larm ; 4 Sas 
Yes, at that Thought, thoſe very piercing Terrors, 
Thoſe ſhadd' wing Horrors, which torment your Breaſt, 
Begin to ſwell and tyrannize in mine, 
Bur ſtrait with Roman Spirit I ſubdue them; 
And ftill remain rhe Miſtreſs of my Soul. 
My Comfort is, that if my Marcizs dies, 
The noble Services he does for Rome, 
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And his Eternal Fame, ſhall be my Offspring. 
Virg. I have a doleful, and a boding Heart. 
Vol. J an auſpicious, and a ſprightly one, 
And rather think that mine's indir from Heaven. 
Methinks I hither hear your Husband's Drums: 
I ſee, I ſce him pluck Aufidivus down; 
While all the routed Volſciaus fly amain, 
As Hunters from the roaring Lion fly, 
And leave their General to my Marcius' Rage. 
And thus methinks I ſee him Stamp, and thus 
I hear him to our Romans cry aloud, 3 1A. 
Come on, ye Cowards ; ye were got in Fear, 
| Tho? ye were born in Reme : his Bloody Brow .' 
With Iron Hand then wiping, on he goes, 
Like to a Harveſt Man, that's task d to mow 
Or all, or loſe hai 2 i: {ll on we 1 
Virg. His Bloody Brow! Oh Heavens! | 
Vol. Away, you Fool; it more becomes a Man, 
Than gilded Trophies, and triumphant Chariots. 
The Breaſts of Hecuba appear'd not lovelier, 
When in her charming Bloom ſhe ſuckled Hector; 
Than Hector's Forehead, when it ſpouted Blood, 
In the contention againſt ſtern Achilles. | 
ws * guard my Lord from fell Auſidius 
"iS "PEW bigs | | 1 | 
Vol. Heil beat Auſfidius Head below his Heel, 
And tread upon his Neck. Alas, Virgilia 
What makes the Blood come mantling o'er thy Face, 
And then departing leave a Death-like Pale? ̃ 
„Why is thy Eye thus fix d? What mean theſe Starts, 


And theſe convulfive Tremblings? 


Virg. Tis he himſelf! it can be none but ge. 
t. That Godlike Form belongs to none but Marcius. 
p | | | 
Protect me, and ſupport me, all ye Powers. 
Enter Cominius, Coriolanus, and Megenis. 
Cor. The Powers make me their Subſtitute for that; 
is I'll protect thee, and ſupport thee now. 
Nome to my Heart, to which thou art more dear, 
nd Y - "Than 
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To ſtop my Hand, and cheer x my in 7 
5 


Of my rapt Soul were taken up with thee. 


Than the Life-Blood that warms it. 
[Cominius errut Volumnia 
WE Exceſs 0 of ——.— I can never bear, X 
he might ſo ſudden, o impetuous, SRL fa 
8 $i pirits, and devours my Life. 
What Powe N given thee to my pe Aon Arms? 
What God has ſnatcht thee from — aws of Fate, 
And hither ſent thee on the Wi 


Cor. The God of War, the 
At the requeſt of Love's propitious Goddeſs. 
Virg. Of Victory? This is too much, ye Gods! 
O fierce Convulſions of tranſporting Joy! 
But ſee, the nobleſt Mother of the orld 
Remains too long negletted. 
Cor. I knew not till this Moment ſhe was here, 
So much my Eyes and every buſy Power 


I 
1 
1 
1 


J. ol. to Com.] Now Pour ten Thoufand Bleſſing 
on him, Gods! 
Theſe are unparallel d, unheard- of Wonders b 
Com. This is not half the Trutn. 
Men. Conqueſt and Glory evermore like this, 
Attend the Godlike Man! 
Pol. O Joy, that lifts Volumnia to the Skies, 
And places her among the deathleſs Gods! | 
Cor. Pardon, that I've ſo long delay'd my Knee; 
For you, I - qr knelt to all the Gods | 
For my Proſper | C Kusel 
ae Jars, Marcus; Oo . Ju my Sony 
Thou wondrous Prop of a declining | 
Support of Rome, and Glory 1 th omg 1 
Thy joyful Mother's — * an Honour, 
My 2 Marcius, m cheat to U . 
O riſe, 5 Turner of ir to Victory, 
Riſe, thou ſole glorious . of Corioli. 
Cor. What, my Friend too? My good Menenii 
here? * 
5 


' 


* 


— 


Men. Now the Gods crown thee! 
is Forty Years ſince laſt my Eyes were moiſt, 
But all my Mother comes into them now: 2 
Now weleome, welcome, yes, ten thouſand Welcomes ! 
A Curſe begin ev'n at his very Heart, 
Who is not glad to ſee thee. 5 
Enter Meſſenger.. 
Meſſ. My Lord, your Colleague and th' aſſembled 


A. 


Senate 
Deſire your Preſence. 
Com. I come; * 3 
And, Marcius, you without delay muſt follow. 
Cor. I will. a Exit Comin. 
Volum. Now all that ever my luxuriant Fancy 
Invented, to indulge my fondeſt Wiſhes, 
Is truly come to paſs ; there wants but one thing; 
You mult be Conſul now, Coriolanus. 
Cor. Ves, if I can be ſo, without becoming 
ng The Creature of the deſpicable Rabble. 
Men. Come to the Capitol; you are expected. 
| . [EExeunt Coriol. and Men. 
Pol. Now where's the dreadful Viſion of the Night? 
Marcius has been ſurrounded by the Volſcians; 
But ſingly, ſolely has o'ercome them all. 
He with his ſingle Arm ſubdu'd Corioli; 
hen ſwift as Lightning joyn'd our routed Army : 
ind rallied them to Conqueſt and to Glory. 
He was the very Soul of their vaſt Body, 
ee Was all in all, and all in ev'ry part; 
80 Where-e' er he went, before him Fortune flew, 
And certain Fate attended on his March, 
ind Victory upon his dreadful Plume 
Pate perch'd, and clapt her joyful Eagle's Wings: 
hree times our Marcius ſingled out Aufidius, 
ind thrice the Volſcian ſunk beneath his Thunder, 
ind bent his Knee, as twere in Adotation 
i. Ye Gods! 
WT heſe are tranſporting, W. amazing things! 
M. 


Volum. 
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Volum. Hark! how the People ſhout! Gome, let's 


o gaze 


Upon his unpremeditated Triumph. Ex. 
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SCENE U. De Capitoi. 
Enter Sicinius, and Brutus, 7wo Tribuves of the People, 


Brut. Tis true, the Death of Tarquin gave a looſe 
To this outragious Pride of the Patricians, 
Which till that Hour had been reſtrain'd thro' Fear; 
Leſt the vex'd People ſhould recall their Monarch, 
And rather chuſe one Tyrant than Three hundred. 
Sicin. And yet this Marcius, now Coriolanus, 
In Pride and Inſolence out-does them all; 
man wi we were choſen Tribunes, you remem- 
| er 
His Oppoſition, and his proud Deportment; 
And when the People pin'd in the late Dearth, 
T was he withſtood the giving them Relief, 
By 2 them Corn gratis. 
Sicin. His new Exploits will ſcarce abate his Pride, 
Nor his new lofty Title. TS 
Brut. No, nor this mad Reception of the People. 
How in tumultuous Crowds they throng to ſee him, | 
And view their deadlieſt Foe with Lovers Eyes! 
Blear'd Sights are ſpeckacled to ſee him pals, 
And halting Crutches learn Activity; 
And crying Babes into Convulſions fall, | 
While prattling Nurſes chat of none but him: 
The Kitchin Malkin pinns her richeſt Buckram 
About her reachy Neck, and up ſhe climbs, 
And clings like Ivy to the Walls, to eye him. 
Stalls, 7 [8 Bulks are ſmother d up andchoak'd, 
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'The Leads of Houſes fill'd, and Ridges hors'd 5 
With variable Complexions, all agreeing 1", 
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"I In Exrnefineſs to ſet him; 'cloifter'd Flamens,. Ws 
That ſhun the Eyes of Men, and leave Society, 
To be gow ſwallow'd up in Contemplation, 
Now labouring cleave the waving Crowd, and = 
; To win a vulgar Station; our veil'd Dames 
Commit the War of white and fine Carnation 5 
In their nice lovely Cheeks, to be deyour'& | 
By Phebus* burning Kiſſes; ſach a Rage, | 
And ſuch an univerſal Eagerneſs, E | 
As if that whatſoever God who leads him 
Were ſlyly crept into his human Powers, 
And gave him graceful Poſture. | 
Sic. The Senate is reſolv'd to chuſe him Conſul, 
Brut. And the mad People will confirm that Choice. 
Sic. Then our Authority is at an end. 
Brut. And with it Liberty. — 
Sic. Our Comfort is, EE 
That he wants Temper to ſupport: theſe Bede; bd. 
And all that Pride, with which he threats the 9 
Wil, like an Engine manag d without Skill, 
Recoil upon bin | 
_ _ - indeed a 3 71 | 1 va 
ic. And doubt not, but the giddy changing Vu 
Whoſe Rights are in our keeping, Wil ogg * 
ith the leaſt Cauſe, the Glareo theſe Atchievements z 
hich Cauſe that he will give, I nô more doubr, 
han his Preſumption and his Infolence. | 
Brut. I heard him ſwear, 
ere he to ſtand for Conſul, never would he 
tppear i th Roman Forum, ne'er put on, 
he candid Veſture ot Humility: 
or ſhewing (as the manner is) his Wounds 
To the vile People, beg their * Breaths. 5 
Sic. Tis right. - 
"4, Brut. It was his word. 
Ph, he would miſs it, rather than obtain it; 
But ' by the Suit of the Nobility, 
\nd of the Gentry to him. 8 1 
iu i 
| DF 2 Sic. 
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Sic. And may his evil Genius prompt him ſtill 
To hold that Purpoſe, and to execute it. 
Brut. You may depend upon it, that he will. 
Sic. 5 ſhall be like our W iſhes then, Deſtruction to 
Brut. He or our Office muſt find ſure Deſtruction: 
Therefore we muſt inſinuate to the People, 
With what malignant Hatred he has vex' d them; / 
That to his Power he would have made them Mules; R " 
Silenc'd their Pleaders, overturn'd their Freedoms: i £ 
Contemning them as Animals, as Beaſts, f 
Incapable of Human Thought or Action; C 
And to be us'd like Camels in the War, 
Who have their Provender for bearing Burdens, 
And Blows for ſinking under them. 
„ Shout. Enter Citizen. 1 
What's the matter? 22 , 4. 
Cit. The conquering Coriolanus comes this way i 
have ſeen the Deaf Men throng to ſee him walk, 
The Blind to hear him ſpeak; Matrons flung Gloves, 
Virgins their Handkerchiefs and Silken Scarfs 
Upon him as he paſs'd, the Nobles bended 
As to Fove's Statue, and the Commons made | 
A ſhow'r and thunder wich their Caps and Shouts, 
Such as I never heard before. * m 
Brut. The Senate is broke up; ſee, Caius Marcius, 
And with him comes Cominius, and Menenias. | 
Let us begone. 7 [ Exeunt, te 
Enter Coriolanus, Cominius, aud Menenis. | 
Com. The Senate have with wonder heard thy Deeds} 
And have with one conſent, for thy great Services, 
Reſolv'd to make thee Conſul. 8 0 
Anon you muſt beſpeak the Peoples Voice. 
Cor. I do beſeech you, 7” ei 
Let me o'erleap that Cuſtom, for I cannot 
Put on the Gown, ſtand naked, and entreat them, 
For my Wounds ſake, to give their Suffrages : 
From this be pleas'd that I may be excepted. 
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Com. ns the Peoples Voices are their Rights, 

Nor will they bate one jot of Ceremony. 

Men. He ſhall not put them to it. 

Go, pray Sir, and adapt you to the Cuſtom,” 

And take, as all your Predeceſſors have done, 

The Honour with the Form. 

Cor. It is a Part which I ſhall bluſh in {kinds 

And what might well be taken from the People. 

To brag unto them, Thus I did, and thus; 

# Shew them th* unaking Scars which I ſhou'd hide, 

As if I had receiv'd them for the Hire 

Of their Breath only. 

Men. Pg 7 come, no more; you muſt reſolve to 
o it: 

| So to. our Noble Conſul we with Joy, L - 

And all acceſs of Honour. [Exeunt. 


885 


SC El N K III. The Roman Forum. 


Enter ſeveral of Coriolanus his Party, 


8, 1 Git. Come, come, Is there no falſe Brother a- 
ma us? Are you all reſoly'd to vote for Coriolanus ? 

| All, all. 
# 4 Cit. If he does require our Voices, we _ not 
an to deny him. 

3 Cit. We may, Sir, if we will. | 

4 Cr. We have a Power in our ſelves to 90 f it; but 
es, tis a Power that we have no Power to do. For if 

he ſhew us his Wounds, and tell us his Deeds, we arc 
to put our Tongues into theſe Wounds, and ſpeak for 
them. So if he tell us his noble Deeds, we are like - 
iſe to tell him our noble acceptance of them. In- 
gratitude is monſtrous, and for the Multitude to be 
ungr _— were to make a Monſter of the Myltitude 
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of the which we being Members, ſhould bring our 


ſelves to be monſtrous Members. 

1 Cit. And to make us no better thought of, à lit- 
tle help will ſerve: For when we ſtood up about the 
Corn, he himſelf ſtuck not to call us the many-headed 
Multitude. 

3 Cit. We have been calbd ſo by many, not that | 
our Heads are ſome Brown, ſome Black, ſome Au- 
born, and ſame Bald, but that our Wits are ſo diverſely | 
colour'd. And truly I think, that if all our Wits © 
were to go out of one Skull, they would fly Zaft, | 
Weft, North, and South,and to every part of the Compals. 

2 Cit. Think 42 ſo? Which Way do you judge 
my Wit would 

3 Cit. Thy Wit will not fo ſoon out as another's, | 
tis ſtrongly wedg'd up in a Blockhead. Yet if it 
were once out, it would neither fly, nor run, nor 
walk, no nor ereep: It would directly tend to its 
center of Gravity, and ſink. plumb down, with as much 
alacrity as a Millſtone. 

Euter ſeveral of Sempronius bis Party... 

All Sem. A Sempronius! A Sempronius / 

Al Cor. A Coriolanus A Coriolanus ! 

All Sem. No Purſe- proud Patrician no Contem nei 
of the People. 

All Cor. N o Cuckold-making Patrician. /no Dene, 
of his own Hand. of 

1 Sem. Why, whodenied his own Hand? D 

2 Cor. Why Sempronins, Sempronius. 

2 Sem. Why here's an impudent Slander, my Ma- 
ſters, when all the World knows that he can neither I 
write nor read; by the ſame token that he and I hall 
the fame Education. 

2 Cor. A rare Fellow for a Conſul truly 

[All Coriolanus's Party _ N 

2 Sem. Ay marry is he, and to be valued for hi} 4 
natural parts. His Father ſaw, that he had ſuch 1 
digious parts, that it would be in vain to teach hin 
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any thing. He found he never would have occaſion 
for any Man's Wit but his own; and ſo, my Maſters, 
5 a Sempronius, a Sempronius ! | 5 = 

1 Cor. No Box and Dice Man! No Hap-Hazarder! 
= C. laugh and flous. 

= Look you, Sirs, we will not chuſe a Man for Conſul, 
= who will be ſure to make Chance his Deputy-Governor. 
„ He vd has ruin'd his own Eſtate by Hazard, is hardly 
„like to ſecure ours by Conduct. [MI C. laugh. 
And fo I fay no Sempronius. | 
2 Sem. No Subverter of the Peoples Liberties, no 
I Cor. Yes, Coriolanus is like to ſubvert our Liberties, 
». 4 becauſe he is the only Man who has kept out young 


= = Tarquitz and Sempronius is like to ſecure theſe Liber- 
zor dies, becauſe he has been all along in a Plot for the 


bringing him in. And in what manner for the bring- 
ich ung him in? Why wielding in his unconditional Arm 
a Spunge inſtead of a Scepter, with which, when the 
Boy is diſpos'd to be frolickſome, he may run about in 
Moon: light and rub out Milk-ſcores. | | | 
Al Cor. Ha, ha, ha! Liberty and Property! Liber- 
ty and Property! no Sempronius, no Spunger. 
= 1 Semp. Hark you me, Sanga Here you bawl out 
„Liberty and Property! You owe me fifty Seſterces. 
1 Cor. Well, Sir! Well, Sir! | 
1 Semp. And if you don't either vote for Sempro- 
ius, or pay me immediately, I will forthwith rake 
both your Chattels and your Carcaſe into Salva Cuſto- 


wy ia; and there's Liberty and Property for you, you 


Dog. | 

Al Semp. Ha, ha, ha. | 

Al Cor. What, does he threaten? Knock him down! 

knock him down! | 

"Jul I Semp. Naythen,---The Temples of our Gods, the 

Temples of our Gods are in danger 

lim Al Semp. The Temples of our Gods, the Temples of 
pur Gods are in danger! 

ary N I C 4 . 1 Cor. 
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I Cor. Very fine! This Sempronius is a bleſſed Per- 
ſon indeed! he Games, he Cheats, he Swears, he Drinks, 
he Drabs; and yet whenever this Scoundrel is out of 
Place, all things are upon the brink of Ruin forſooth, 
our Temples are about to be turn'd Topſy-turvy, and 
the Gods to ſtand upon their Heads; as if nothing but 
profligate Vice could be the firm Support of Religion, 
or that the Gods were too weak to defend themſelves 
without ſuch Bully Backs to their Seconds. : 
1 Semp. Religion is like to come into mighty Repute | 
indeed, when Fellows are about to come into play, 
who are ſo proud and ſo fawcy that they ſcorn to pull 
off their Hats to the Gods. 8 c 
I Cor. You lie, you Rogue, you lie, there are no 
ſuch coming into play. Our Gods are like to be finely 
help'd up, by Sempronius's bringing young Targuin in. 
Sempronius and he have been travelling, with a murrain 
to them; they have been in Ægypt together, and now | 
we muſt exchange our own for Agyptian Gods; 
Apollo muſt give Place to a Leek, Mercury to an Onion, 
and Jove himſelf to a Clove of Garlick. Bleſſed Gods 
are theſe Ægyptian Divinities! which they who wor- 
ſhip devour; and which have ſo ſtrong an Influence 
on their Votaries, that while a Man has his Gods in | 
his Guts, he is unfit to breath in human Society. 
All Cor. No Sempronius! No God- Eater! 28 
1 Cor. Look you, my Maſters, don't let theſe Peo- 
ple tell Sempronius, that we did not ſhew our Breeding 
ro them; give them a general Huzza at parting, and 
each of them in particular a luſty thwack o'er the 
Shoulders. | » i 
All Cor. Huzza! | 3 
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1 Cor. But here comes Coriolanus, and in the Gown 7 
of Humility : Let us obſerve his Behaviour a little. $4 
Enter Coriolanus and Menenius. 5 

Men. Come, come for ſhame; it will be thought 
meer Arrogance, + 

T' expect the very Cuſtoms of your Country Y 
Should 
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Should truckle to your Merit, and refuſe 
To do what all our nobleſt Romans have done. 

Cor. What mult I ſay, Sir? | 
A plague upon it, I can neyer bring ; | 
My 3 to ſuch a pace. Look, Sir, my Wounds, 
I got them in my Country's Service, when 


5 Some certain of your Brethren roar'd, and ran 


From the noiſe of our own Drums. 

Men. O all the Gods! You mult not ſpeak of that: 

You muſt deſire they would think upon you. | 
Cor. Think upon me! Hang them! 

Rather forget me, as they have done Virtue, 


And te” thing that's wort 


hy. bake 
Men. Come, come; pray 8 to them in handſome 


manner, and marr not your own Fortune. I muſt 


leave you. | [Exit. 
1 Cit. Now let us paſſi — 1 one ſalute him, 
And be ſaluted by him, and deſir | 
To give our Voices. 


And now a Wager on the handſom'ſt Bow. 


Cor. O Jove, what part am I about to play. 


: Here comes the beaſtly Crew, all Beaſts alike,. . 
Jet each a different Brute; now for their Bows, 


Which will be different in them as their Looks, 


Their Leers, their Sneers, their Goggles and Grimaces. 
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Shocking Reſpect! Civility offenfive ! 


Z Ridiculous variety of Awkwardnelſs ! 


[ The Citizens paſs by Coriolanus, each making a | 
Iingular awkward Bow, and a different ridi- 
culous Grimace. a 


Cor. Vou know the cauſe of my ſtanding here? 


Your Voice? 


2 Cit. Tis yours noble Sir. 
Cor. And yours? 
3 Cit. Ay, ay, Sir. 

Cor. And yours? 
4 Cit. Were it as big as Szentor's, it were yours, Sir. 
Cor. And yours? e 

F Cit. 


2 The dauauer of hi Country: Or, 

5 Cit. My Voice, m Lung Midriff, ba 
at your 4 os noble Sr. my 7 

. 7H ot 7 OH 

6 — A j 1 * &l means, Sir ER" 2 

7 a1. Tg u 

Cor. And 1 —— _ 

8 Cit. You ſhall ha't, worthy Sir: 

Cor. Worthy Voices. 
And yours? ' 

9 G. Mine, Sir, 1 wat be pd for. 

Cor. Vour Price? | e 

9 Cit. To ask it kindly. er : 

Cor. Kindly, 8 n, pray let me bare it. . 

9 Cit. You have Wounds to ſhew. 

Cor. Which ſhall be yours in private. 

Your Voice, Sir? What ſay you? 

9 Cit. Oh! Dear Sir, you have it Silas 

Cor. Rare Voices! Sweet Voices! D aa ices 
I have your Alms. Adieu 

2 Cit. But this is ſomething odd. 

3 Cit. Fooliſh enough, Neighbour! 

4 Cit. Very whimfical, by Jupiter“ 

7 Cit. Were it to do again. — But *tis no Matter. 
Come let's withdraw a little, and make room for more. 

Cor. Here comes a ſingle Voice, and by his Mien 
A Tooth- Drawer, or Corn-Cutter at the beſt. 

Death! Muſt I beg of him too? 

1 Cit. J have not ſtood by, and obſerved for nothing. 
He has flouted all my Companions, and I ſuppoſe I am . 
to expect the like uſage in my tufn; which to prevent 
by b I'll try to Er this haughty, — . 

Cor. Vou know what I come for; Sir. = 

1 Cit. O Gemini! Not I, by Hercules, Sir! 
I know nothing of the Matter, Sr.. 1 

Cor. How! Not know my Buſineſs? 1 

1 Cit. Have you Buſineſs with me, Sir? Pray what | F 
may your Name be? Cit. 3 


2 
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Cor. My Name, Sirrah? 
1 Cit. Nay, don't be angry, don't de angry, Sir. 
ome People are not willing to tell their Names. There 
may be Reaſons, Reaſons for that. But Pray Sir, what 
ountry-man are you? When I know your Country, 
| perhaps I may know what you come for. Are you 
an Etrurian, à Campauian, Or a ee 
Cor. A Volſcian, Jou Raskal ? 
1 Cit. Ay, Sir, ſo 1 ſay, Sir, a Volſcian; if you area 
PVolſcian, look you, you come for Cure. You have 
received ſome Contuſions, from ſome Ruman Baſtinado's, 
and ſo having heard of my Fame, do you ſee, 'for x 
moſt skilful Operator, — There's no more to be ſaid, 
I'll do your Buſineks, Friend, I will, by 2 
Cor. By Jove, you Raskal, I'll do go 
i Cit. Help! Help! Murder Murter! 
What a Logerhead was I, 
{Cit rums, Cor. follows beating uin. 
For ſetting my notable Head; piece 1 
\oainſt the un Toe of this Brawner ! 
- LExit 1 Git. Enter two others. 
Cor. Here come m Sirs, your Voices, Voices. 
= 10 Cit. You have deſerved nobly of your Country. 
0 11 Cit. You have received many Wounds for it. 
Cer. L will not ſeal your Knowledge with the fight 
Vis them. I will make much of your Voices, and fa 
trouble you. ou Bs 1 
Both. T C 4 give you 4 
Cor. Moſt ſweet Voices. Here are — vr OY 
I | our Y ages? For yaur Voices 1 havefoug — 
For your Voices, for your Voices, bear of aundgtwo 
L OZEN on — Battles thrice ſix I have ſeen or heard 
9 8 * bes. Voices have dont many things, ſome mare, 
1 YourV oices! Indeed I would be Conſul. 
1 * Cit. And he ſhall be Conſul. He has done: nobly, 
and cannot 1 wathaut any honeſt Man's Voice. | 
4 10 Cit. Therefore let him be Conſil. The Gods 
Nve him Joy, and make him good Friend to — 
. ? | 
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23 The Invader of bis Country: Or, 
All. Amen, Amen! God ſave thee, noble Conſul. 


Cor. Worthy Voices! Sweet Voices! Delicate 


Voices ! 
Enter Menenius, with Brutus and Sicinius. 


- Men. You hive ſtood th' appointed time, and now | 


the Tribunes 
Endue you with the People's Voice, it follows 
That you, inveſted in th' official Marks, 
Anon do meet'the Senate. 
Cor. Is. this done? 
Sici. The Cuſtom of Requeſt you have diſcharg', 
ThePeople do admit you, and are ſummon'd 


'To meet anon, t' approve the Choice they have made. 


Cor. Where? At the Senate-houſe? 
Sici. There, Coriolanus. 
Cor. May I change theſe Garments? 
Sici. You may, Sir. : 
Cor. I'll do't without delay; and when once more 
I know my ſelf, I'll meet th'aſſembled Senate. | 
Men. I'll keep you Company. Will you alon A 
- Brut. We here expect the People. [ Exe. Cor. 
Sic. Fare you well. 
He has it now ; and by his Looks, methinks, 
'Tis warm at's Heart. 


- Brut. With a bead Heart he wore his humble Weeds 


Will you diſmiſs the People? FL 
Enter the Plebeians. 


Sic. How now, my Maſters! have you choſe this Man? | 


2 Cit. He has our Voices, Sir. 

Brut. We pray the Gods he may deſerve your Loves | 
2 Cit. Amen, Sir: In my poor unworthy Judgment 
He mock'd us, when be beg 8g'd our Voices. 

3 Cit. Ves, certainly, he flouted us downright. 


4 Cit. No, tis hi way of Speech; he did not mock us. 3 
2 Cit. Not one Wong us, fave your ſelf, but ſayys 


He us'd us ſcornfully : He ſhould have ſhewn us 


His Marks of Merit, and his Wounds' n Dt 4 4 


In ne for his Country. 
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Sic. Why, did he not?? Fs 
te All. No, no, no Man ſaw them. 
3 Cit. He ſaid he had Wounds 
Which he wou'd ſhew in private. 5 
W And with his Hand, thus waving it in ſcorn, 
I would be Conſul, ſays he; aged Cuſtom 
But by your Voices will not ſo permit me; 
Vour Voices therefore: When we granted that, 
He ſaid, I thank you for your Voices, thank you 
For your moſt ſweet Voices, your moſt delicate Voices, 
, FYour moſt worthy Voices; now you have left your 
Voices, Sn | THOR pe 
Lou may take ev'ry thing elſe that belongs to you 
Out of my ſight. Was not this mockery? 
Brut. Did you perceive, | 
He did ſolicite you in frank Contempt, 
When he did want your Loves; and do you think 
That his Contempt will not be grinding to you 
When he hath Power to cruſn? Why had your Bodies 
No Souls among you? Or had you Tongues to cry - 
1gainſt the Rule and Dictate of your Reaſon? _ 
Sic. Have you ſo oft &'er now deny'd the Asker, 
And now on him who did not ask, but mock'd, 
Beſtow'd your ſlighted Voices? | | 
3 Cit. He's not confirm'd; we may deny him yet. 
2 Cit. And will deny him; | 
I'll have five hundred Voices of that ſound. 
n? 1 Cit. A twice five hundred, and their Friends to help 
them. are i nt dS 
Brut. Get you hence inſtantly, and tell thoſe Friends 
hey have choſen a Conſul, that will from them take 
heir Liberties, and make their Voices vile . 
As thoſe of Dogs, that are as often beat 
us. For Barking, as they are for that purpoſe kept. 
Sic. Aſſemble all, and on a fafer Judgment 
Revoke your ignorant choice; enforce his Pride, 
nd his inveterate Hatred, and forget not 
1 Vith what contempt he wore the humble Weed. 
ic How 
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3% The Invade of Bis Cn Or, 
How in his Suit he ſcorn'd you, while your 11. 
Dazzled and blinded by his Sharing Service, 
Did not diſcern his I eportment; 
Which he moſt vibingly; ungravely foſtion "© 
According: to th' invetontd Hate he bears you. 

Brut. But lay the fault of that on us your Tribunes, | 
Say, that we labour'd to remove alt Scandals c 
That . the ——— p and hin. 

Sic. choſe him more b our Command, | 
Than drs the (Fares of your own. Aﬀettions 71 
And prefently, when you have got your number 
Together, to the Capitol repair. 

Alt. We will fo; alinoft all repent their choice. 


Away, away, away. [ Exeunt Plebeians, 


Brut. Ay, now the Winds are up, and the Wayesroar, | 
And we the Rabble wiſely have enrag'd „ 
To be reveng' d of this Coriolanus; 
1 we. muſt ruine, or our ſelves be loft: 
ond Patriciam threats our newborn Pow'r, 
Wixk eicher yet we muff retain, or die. 
So much we have enrag'd the haughty Senate, 
By heading that Sedition of the Pee 
Which forc'd the Fathers to create us Tribunes; 
And Tribunes we muſt be, or maft be nothing. 
Sic. Fhen let us to the Capitol; 
There let us to the beſt advantage guide 


This Madneſs of the roaring titude, 


And calm our ſelves; let's rule the Storm: we have rais'd, | 
Calm as the Ruler of the raging Main, | 
Incenſir his mad Billows to devour - 

Some | Blaſphemer who deftes- his Pow'r. 


The End of tlie Second ACT. 
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Ac m. SCENE IL 
2 Enter n Menenius, Sn Ficus 
Largius, and other Senators. 05 


| Cor. =Ullus Aufidius chen had made new Head. 
* i Larg. He had; my Lord; and it was that which 
Our wikter Compoſition. aus d 
Cor. So then the Holſcians ſtand but as at 
Ready, when Time ſhall prompt them, to make Inroad/ 
pon us once again, 
Com. Lord Conſul, they are worn and harraſs d ſo, 
hat we ſhall hardly, in our Ages. behold . 
Their Banners wave again. N 
Gor. Saw. you Aufrdins? _ 
Larg. On Safeguard he came to me; and did nie 
Moſt, bitterly the Volſtians, who ſo vilely 
ielded the Town. He is retir d to Antium. 
Cor. Spoke he of. me? 
Larg. He did, my Lord. 
_ How? What? 
How often he had met Sword to 8 : 
4 of all things upon the Earth, he hated: 
our Perſon moſt: That he would pawn his Fortunes, 
> he might only be proclaing d your: Vauquither. 
Cor. At Antium lives he? 
Larg. At Antium. 
Cor. I would I had a Cauſe to ſeek him there, 
RPE his Hatred e Welcome home. 1 
A 1 
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Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 
Sec where the Tribunes of the People come, 
The many-headed Monſters common Tongues; + 
Whom I deſpiſe and hate, becauſe the Wretches 
Would raiſe their puny and their upſtart Power 
Above what we, t the Nobles, ought to bear. 
Sic. Paſs no further. 
Cor. Ha, what fa - for thou? 
Brut. Ix will be dangerous to go on, no further. 


Cor. What is the Cauſe of this ſo ſudden Change? 
Men. Ay, what uncommon Accident has happen' d? 
Com. Has he not paſs d the Nobles and the Commons? 


Brut. Cominius, no. 
Cor. Thou Wretch, Deſpite o'erwhelm thee. 


What ſhould the People do with theſe bald Tribunes? | 


On whom depending, their Obedience fails, 

And grows rebellious to the greater Bench. 

When not what's fit, but what muſt be was Law, 
Then were they choſen. In a better Hour 

Let what is fit, pronounce it muſt be fit, 


And trample on their Power. 
Brut. He has faid enough. 


Sic. He has ſpoken like a Traytor, ant ſhall anſwer 


As Traytors do. 
Brut. 'The Ediles, ho. Let him be apprehended. 
Enter an Edile. 


Sic. Go call the People, in whoſe Name, my ſelf | 


Arreſt thee as a traytorous Innovator, 

A public Foe to Rome. Obey, I — thee, - 
And follow to thy Anſwer. 

Cor. Hence, old Goat. 

All Sen. We all will be his Sureties. 


Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I ſhall ſhake thy Bond | 


Our of th Garments. | 
Sic. Help, help, m y Fellow-Citizens. 
Enter a Robbe With the Ediles. 
Men. On both ſides more Reſpect. | 


Sie. Here she who would deprive you of your Power L 


Brut, 


hee} Þ, _ Y 
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Brut. Sieze him, Adiles. 
All Pleb. Down with him! down with him! 
2 Sen. Weapons! Weapons! Weapons! 
| [ They all buſile about Cor. 
Men. Tribunes, Patricians, Citizens, what ho! 
| Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanus, Citizens ! 
Now what will follow next? I am out of Breath, 
And want the Power to ſpeak, and they to hear. 
Confuſion has already taken place, 
And Ruin, its Attendant, muſt enſue. 
Patience, ye Tribunes of th' unruly People; 
And thou, Coriolauus, too have Patience. 
Speak to the People, good Sicinius, ſpeak. 
Sic. Hear me, People. Peace. 
Al Peop. Let's hear our Tribune. Peace. ſpeak, (| peak 
Sic. You are about to loſe your Liberties; 
Marcius, by force, will ſeize upon your Rights, 
This "es Marcius whom you nam'd for Conſul. 
Men. For ſhame, Sicinius; 
This is the way to kindle, not to quench: | 
Sen. To unbuild the City, and to lay all flat. 
FS. The City! What's the City but the People? 
ver Pleb. Tis true, the People are the City. 
Brut. By the Conſent of all we were eſtabliſh'd 
The People's Magiftrates. 
| Pleb. You ſo remain. 
BY Mer. And fo are like to do. TR 
Cor. That, that's the way to lay the City flat, 
To bring the Roof down to the deep Foundation, 
And bury all its Order, and its Beauty 
In heaps and piles of Ruin. 
Sic. This deſerves Death. _- 
Brut. Or let us ſtand to our Authority, 
Or let us loſe it. We do here pronounce, by 
In all the People's Name, in whoſe juſt Power 
We were elected theirs, Marcius is worthy 
of preſent Death. 
wer Sic. Therefore lay hold of him, 
D 


nes 


rut. 


4 The Imwvater of his Country : Or, 
Bear him to the Tarpeian Rock, from whence 
Into Deſtruction caſt him. 
Brut. Seize him, AMadlles. 
Cor, No; TI! die here. 5 . 
There are among you who have feen me fighting, 
Now come and try the power of this Right Hand. 


Men. Down with that Sword. Tribunes, withiray: 
while. 


Brut. La x pits upon him. 


Men. Help, Marcius, help; ye who are Noble, Help. 
Both old and young. 

All Peop. Down with him! down with him! 
[The Tribunes, Mdiles, and People are beaten in| 


- Men. Go, get you to your Houfe, begone, away, | 
All will be aght ele. F hs f 'l 


2 Sen. I pray be gone. 
Cor. Stand faſt, we have as many Prices as Foes. | 
Men. Shall it be put to that ? 
I Sen. The Gods forbid. 
I pr'ythee, noble Friend, home to thy Houſe ; 
Leave us to. cure this Cauſe. 
Com. Beſides, 
"Tis a Miſtake to think our Friends are equal: 
So far from that, tis Odds ſo diſproportion'd 
That Numbers cannot reach it. Come away, 
For Manhood is call'd Foolery, when it ftands 
Againſt a falling Fabrick. Vill you hence 
Before the Rout returns? 'whoſe Rage grows mad 
As interrupted Waters, which o'erwhelt 
— they before ſupported. Come away. 
TExeunt Com. and Co 
1 Sen. This Man has marr'd his Fortune. 
Men. His Nature is too noble for the World. 
He would not flatter Neptune for his Trident, 
Nor for his Thunder Jove; his Heart's his Mouth : 
What his Breaſt forges, łhat his Tongue muſt vent. 
And being angry, he forgets that E er | 5 
Hle heard the Name of Death. | [Noiſe with 
Het. 
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Here's goodly Work 
1 Sen. I would they were a- bed. | 
Men. I would they were in her. 
10 What, witha Vengeance, could he not ſpeak em fair? 
Enter Brutus and Sicinius with the Rabble again. 
Sic. Where is this Viper, that would lay the City 
vi Depopulate and bare; that he might then 
Be all in all himſelf? 5 
Men. Vou worthy Tribunes. | aig.» 
ep, Sic. He ſhall be thrown down. the Tarpeian Rock 
With rigorous Hands. He has reſiſted IL. aw. 
And therefore Law ſhall ſcorn him further Tryal, - 
2 n Than the Severity of the publick Power 
Y, Which he ſo much contemns. 75 a 
| Men. If by the Tribunes leave, and yours, good People, 
I might be heard, I then-would ſpeak one Word, 
8. The which can be no further detrimental. - 
Than fo much loſs of Time. | 
Sic. Speak briefly, then, 
For we are peremptory to diſpatch  _ 
This viperous Traytor; for to baniſh him 
Were to prolong our Danger, and to, keep him ; 
Were certain Death; therefore tis decreed, 
This very Night he dies. 
Men. Now the good Gods forbid, | 
That our renowned Rome, whoſe. Grotitude | _ 
Towards her deſerving Children is enroll'd 
| In Jove's own. Book, like an unnatural Dam, 
Should now devour-her own. 
Ora. Well hear no mare. 
Purſue him to his Houſe, and pluck-him thenee 
Left this Infection of Malignant Nature 
Spread its contagious Peyſon 4 
5 Men. Hear me but one word more. 
h: This Tyger : fboted Rage, when it ſhall, find 
ent. The Harm of thoughtleſs Swiftneſs, will too late 
Aye leaden Pounds to its Heels; proceed by Proceſs, 
ili Leſt Parties, as he is below d, break out, 
. And 
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And ſack great Rome with Romans. | 
Brut. Were that the Caſe indeed — 
Sic. Can you demur then? | 
Have we not had a Taſte of his Gaben? 
Our Adiles ſmit, our ſelves reſiſted? Come. 
Men. Confider this; lie has been bred to War, 
Since he could draw. a Sword, and is ill ſchool'a” 
In boulted Language: Meal and Bran together 
He throws without Diſtinction. Give me leave, 
And peaceably I'll undertake to bring him 
Where he ſhall anſwer, by a lawful 1 0. 
Even at his utmoſt Peril. 5 
Noble Tribunes, 5 
This is the human Way, the other Courſe 
Will prove too bloody, and the End of it 
Unknown to the Beginning. 
Sic. Be you, Menenius, then the People's 8 Office 
Maſters, lay down your Weapons. | 
Brut. Go not home. 
Sic. Meet on the Forum, we'll attend 1 there, 
Where if MO bring nor e we'll proceed 
In our fir = N 
Men. I'll bring him to you. 2 come, B 
Let me deſire your Company. [ro Senators. 1 He mul: I 
Or what is worſe will follow. | 
Sen. Come, "ry let Sto him. Ext. 
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Enter Cries and Senators. * 


Cor. Let them ſet Death in its worſt Shape before me B. 

Upon the Wheel, or at wild Horſes ns ; 

Or pile ten Hills on the Tarpeian Rock, 

1 the vaſt — * t ſtrecch 72408 | 5 
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The _ Beam of Sight, yet ſhould they find 
That I am ſtill unalter' d. 

Eimer Volumnia. 
Sen. A Rowen Spirit! 
Cor. I wonder that my Mother 
tas not approve of this al b juſt Proceeding: 
em Wooden Veſſels, 
Things that were bought and ſold for wretched Groats. 
Why did you wiſh me milder? would you have me 


Falſe to wy Nature? Rather fay, I play 
The Man Tl 


Vol. O Sir, Sir, r 


I would have had you put your Power well on, 
Before you had worn it out. 


Enter Menenius with Senators. 
Men. Come, come, you have been too rough, ſome- 
You muſt return and mend it. ¶ ching too rough; 
1 Sen. There's no Remedy, 
Unleſs, by your Refuſal, 2 City 


3 Cleave i in the midit, and pert 


Pol. Pray be advis: 


have a Heart as 1 reſolv'd as yours, | 
But yet a Brain that teaches me to uſo * 1 
My Anger to advanta By 


Cor. What muſt 1 | 

Men. Return to the 1 | 
Cor. Well! What then? What then? 
Men. Repent what you haye ſpoke. 

Cor. To them? I cannot do it to the Gods, 


: Muſt I then do it to them? 


___ Enter Cominius. 
Com. I from the Forum come, and, Sir, tis fir 
You make _— Party ſtrong, or elſe ſecure yourſelf 
By Calmneſs or by Abſence; all's in Uproar, 


Men. Only fair Speech will do it. 


Com. I think owl ſerye, if he can bend ee KEE: 
Hol. He muſt, he will. 


[Fr ythee now fay you will, and go about it. $5; 
D 3 ä 


38 The Invader of his Country Or. 
Cor. Muſt I go worſhip then this monſtrous Idol? 
Muſt my baſe Tongue give to a noble Heart 
A Lie that it muſt bead W ell, I will do it! 
And yet were but my ſingle Life at ſtake, | 
They firſt to Duſt ſhould grind this Moald of Marcius, 
And throw it in the Air. Now to the Forum; 
You have put me to a moſt unnatural Part, 
Which Thall play moſt awkwardly. 
Com: Come, come, we'll prompt yo. 
Vol. I pr'ythee now, ſweet Son, as thou halt ſaid 
My Praiſes made thee firſt a valiant Soldier, 
To have my Praiſe for this, perform a Part 
Thou haſt not done before. n e 
Cor. Well, I muſt do it. | lh 5 
And thou, my Nature, and my generous Mind, 
Now leave me for a while: Inſtead of theſe, 
Some Harlot's wanton Soul inform my Body; 
My martial Voice, that like a Trumpet, onee, 
Was wont to rouze up Valour in our Soldiers, 
Grow ſoft and and melting as the warbling Flute, 
Small as an Eunuch's Pipe, or Virgin's Voice, 
That lulls aſleep a Babe: The Smiles of Knaves 
Entrench my honeſt Cheeks, and may my Eyes 
Grow Imitators of the falſe Hyena: ' 1 
A Beggar's canting Tone poſſeſs my Tongue; 
And my arm'd Knee, that never bow'd before, 
But to the Gods and you, now bend, like his 
Who has receiv'd, or who expects an Alms * 
Confuſion! Muſt I do this! No, Iwill not: 
Leſt I ſhould ceaſe to honour my own Truth; 
And by my Body's Action, teach my Mind 
A moſt inherent Baſeneſs. 3.257 20011 
Hol. At thy choice then, 5 
Whether is greater Condeſcenſion, mine 
To beg of thee, or thine to ask of them? - 
Let univerſal Ruin ſeize on all, e 
I laugh at Death, with as large Heart as thou. 
Do as thou.liſt! Thy Bravery was- mine,. 


5 
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Cor. Come, come, you ſhall be fatisfied. 
Mother, I am going to the Roman Forum, 
Where I will cheat the Rabble of their Loves, 


Decoy their Hearts, and cogg their ve 6 Souls from” em: 


Come home the very Minion of the Crowd, 
The Darling of each dirty vile Mechanic. 
Juſt now I go, and Conſul I'll return, 

Or never truſt my Tongue to flatter more. 


Po]. Do as you lift. L 
Com. Come, come, the Fr ibunes wait you. Pray, 
prepare 


To anſwer mildly, fox they're arm'd, I hear, 
With Accuſations ſtronger than their former. 
Cor. The Word is Mildly. Pray now lead the Way 
Let them accuſe me by Invention, 6 
Will anſwer in mine ener. 
Men. Ay, but mild! | 
Cor. Well, mildly : Be it then, mildly. [ Exenpt. 
Enter Sicinus and Brutus. 
Bru. In this part charge him home; that he affects 
A Regal Power: If he evade us there, 
Then urge him with his Hatred to the People, 
And that the Spoil got from the Antiats ; 
Was neer diftributed What, will he come? | 
| Enter AEdile. 
Ad. He's coming. on, | 
Bru. How accompanied? : 
Ad. With old Menenius, and thoſe Scngrors 
That always favour'd him. 
Lic. Have you a Catalo 
Of all the Voices that we 7 procur'd, 
Set down by the Poll? 
£4, J have, tis ready, 
Sic. Have you collected them by Tribes? ? 
Ad. I have, they're ready. 
Sic. Aſſemble preſently the People hither, 
And when they Pear our poſitive Decree 
| Ss Pronounc'd 
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Thou ſuck'dft it from me, but thy Pride's thy o own. © 
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Pronounc'd by vertue of their Right, then let them 
Confirm it by unanimous Conſent, aa | 
Inſiſting on their own Original Power. 


Ad. I ſhall inform them. „ F. 
Sici. When they have begun. A 
' Let them not ceaſe, but with a Dinn confus'd F 


Inforce th' immediate Execution, 
Of what we chance to ſentence. 
Ed. Very well. | i 
Sic. Bid them be ſtrong, and ready for this Hint, 
When we ſhall chance to give it. | 
Bra. Go about it. N | 
Provoke him ſtreight to rage. He has been us'd 
Ever to conquer, has been ſtill impatient 
Of Contradiction: Being once chaf d, he cannot 
Be rein'd again to Temp'rance; then he ſpeaks 
What's in his Heart ; and that is there, which we 
Expect ſhould break his Neck. 2: 
Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius, with others. 
Sic. Well, here he comes. 
Men. Calmly, I do beſeech you. 
Cor. Ye greatand tutelary Gods of Rome, 
Keep Rome in Safety, and the Chairs of Juſtice 
Supply'd with worthy Men: Plant Love among you, 
Adorn our Temples with the Pomp of Peace, 
And from our Streets drive horrid War away. 
1 Sen. Amen, Amen. 
Men. A Noble Wiſh. 
Enter the ÆEdile, and the Plebeians. 
Sic. Draw near, ye People. 
Aa. Lift to your Tribunes, give attentive Audience. 
Peace, I n . 

Cor. Firſt hear me ſpeak. 

Both Trib. Well, ſay. Peace, ho. 

Cor. What is the Reaſon, 5 | 
Thar being paſs'd for Conſul, with full Voice, 
Fra fo diſhonour'd, that the very Hour 

Jou take it off again? N 
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Sic. Anſwer to us. 3 

Cor. Say then, tis true, I ought ſo. 
Sic. We charge you, that you have contriy'd to take 
From Rome all limited and lawful Power, 

And to eſtabliſh lawleſs, boundleſs Sway, : 

For which you are a Traytor to the People. 

Cor. How, Traytor! | 

Men. Nay, temperately : your Promiſe. 

Cor. The Fires of loweſt Hell confound the People! 
Call me their Traytor, thou injurious Tribune! 
Within thy Eyes fat twenty thouſand Deaths, 
As many Millions in thy threatning Hands, 
Both Numbers doubled in thy Lying Tongue, 
Still would I dare to tell thee, with a Voice 
As free as I invoke the Gods, thou ly'ſt. 

Sic. Hear him, ye Romans. 

All. To the Rock with him. 
. | EEE 
We need not lay new Matter to his Charge. | 
What you have ſeen him do, and heard him ſpeak ; 
dee, your Officers, curſing your ſelves, 

ſing Law with Force, and here Ng | 


4 


Oppo 
y Thoſe whoſe unqueſtionable Power muſt try 
This Criminal, this Capital Offence, 
Deſerves th' extreameſt Death. _ | 
Bru. But ſince he has ſerv'd well for Rome 
Cor. What, do you prate of Service? - 
Bra. I talk of that, who know it. 


Car. Foe HOY ing Lak 1 
Men. Is this the Promiſe that you made your Mother? 
Com. Pray know ——— FA 0,09 | 


Cor.: PIl know no further. 
Let them pronounce the ſteep Tarpeian Death, 
Vagabond Exile, fleaing, ftarving, lingring 
But with a Grain a Day, I would not buy 
Their Mercy at the Price of one fair Word; 
Nor check my Courage for what they can give, 
Ta have it for Good-Morrow. 55 


Hic. 
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Sic. For that he has, ; 
As wo as in N be People, feel do Time, 
Annoy d, oppreſs'd the People king means 
To — their Power; and now at aſt 
Given hoſtile Strokes, not only in the Preſence 
Of dreaded Juſtice, but upon its Miniſters; 
We, in the People's Name, and People's Power, 
Even from this Inſtant baniſh him our City, 
Ne'er to re-enter Rome, but on the Pain 
Of being thrown headlong from the Rock Tarpeian; 
And in the People's Name, and People's Power, 
We here once more pronounce it ſhall be fo. 
All. It ſhall be fo, it ſhall be ſo; let him away; 
He's baniſh'd, and it ſhall be fo. 7 


Com. Hear me, my Maſters, and my common Friends. 


Sic. He's ſentenc'd; no more hearing. 
Com. Let me ſpeak. _ . | 
Sic. Speak, what ? = 3 
Bru. "Tis now too late; th' Offender has been ſen- 
25 tenc' d, 8 75 s | 72 
And he is baniſh'd as a Foe to Rome, 
And to the Roman People; and it ſhall be fo. 

All. It ſhall be, it ſhall be fo. . 

Cor. ay common cry of Curs, whoſe Breath I 

ate, J ec 5 

As the contagious Reck of rotten Fetis 
W hoſe Loves I prize, as the dead Carcaſſes 
Of Men unbury'd, which corrupt the Air; 
I from Coriolanus baniſh you, SE, 
And here remain with your Uncertainty: . 
Let ev'ry feeble Rumour ſhake your Hearts z ._ - 
Your Enemies, with nodding of their Plumes, 
Fan you into Deſpair ; have ſtill the Power | 
To baniſh your Defenders, till at length, 
Your Ignorance, which finds not till it feels, 
Delivers you moſt deſpicable Captives, 2 
To Foes that ſhall without a Blow ſubdue you, 
And therefore ſcorn your City and your ſelves. _ 


-. 
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For me, thus, thus, I turn my Back: upon Wu, 
And make a better. World where er 1:go. 89 1 
Sic. Maſters, go home; the Aedites qhall attend an 
And ſee him forth the: Gates: Ex. Qnibunesand Profile 
Cor. But here comes Company will cry my F. K e 
From theſe my parting will not be ſo eafy. : 
Enter Volumnia, aud Virgilia. | 
Com. We mult not be at this ſad Enverview 5 $02 
We'll meet you at the Gates. | 
Cor. There Ill expect you. a 
Men. Till then farewell. [Ex. Com. aud Mien. 
Vol. O Marcius, Marcius, whither art thou Sins? ? 
Cor. Nay, Mother, 
| Where is your Aticieats Courage? Sou: were wont 
To ſay they were Extreams that try:d Mens Spirits; 
That common Chances common Men could bear. 
Where are the noble Precepts that you taught me? 
Thoſe Precepts that could make invincible Al 
The Heart that learnt them. 
| Pa. * = may the red right 'Hand of Fove © con- 
ou ; 
All Trades in Rowe, and all Em ments periſh. 
Cor. What, what, what! ploy 2 
When I am wanted, T ſhall be beloy'd. 
3 Nay, Mother, 
Reſume that Spirit that was wont to ſay, 
If you had been the Wife of Hercules, 
Six of his Labours you'd have done, and fav'd 
Your Husband ſo much Toil. I need not tell you, ) 
"Tis fond to wail inevitable Strokes, 

As *tis to laugh at them. Mother, Farewell. 
Vol. Farewell my Son; 1 leave thee to V rgitiay 
She has moſt need of Comfort. Ln ; 

Cor. And thou, my dear Virgilia— 

F:irg. Never bid me farewell, I neer will lens thee ; 
But where thou goeſt, thy faithful Mate will follow. 

Cor. Alas, thou talk'ſt of thin ngs impoſſible. 
Can'ft thou .endure the hardſhips I muſt ſufferꝰ 
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Virg. Tis parting,parting, is the dreadful hardſhip , 
I can bear any thing le chou art with me, | 
Without thee nothing. — 1 
Alas, he hears This cold and unconcern d! 
Look, if he ſheds one pitying Tear at parting! 

See, if he caſts one tender mournful Look, 
Or throws one Sigh from his obdurate Heart. 

Cor. Is it for me, before my inſulting Foes, 
To ſhew my Grief by Tears, to mourn like Women? 
Or Men like Women: They who make me grieve 
Shall feel, not ſee, my Sorrow; they ſhall feel 
The greatneſs of my Grief in my Revenge. 
By Ki that's binding upon Earth, or awful in the Skies, 
I will revenge thy Grief, and mine, Virgilia. 

Then temperate thy Sorrow, leſt the Wretches 
In thee, my dearer Part, inſult o'er me. ö 


Hing. Have I the Power to moderate my SorrowWw?ꝰ 


Can human Nature part with all its Happineſs, 
And never once complain? 1 1 
Cor. Imitate me; compoſe, at leaſt, thy Outſide, 
Suppreſs thy Sighs, tho? all within's unquiet. 
Virg. As ſoon the Soul may from the Body part 
Without a Groan, as I can from my Marcius. 
Ah, how can I. reſolve to part for ever? 
For ever, Marcius, has a fearful Sound. 3 
. think'ſt thou that I take my* Eternal 
| cave: Wr e 
Virg. Thou know'ſt that to return is certain Death. 


Cor. Yes, Death and Vengeance to th* accurſed Tri- 


bunes. | ity | i 
Before yon Planet has rene w'd its Orb, 
I thax depart from hence an empty Cloud, 
Fraught with Deſtructive Thunder will return, 
And break upon them with avoidleſs Ruin. 


Vug. Vet my fad Heart with doleful-Beatings tells 


me 0 
We part e node 0 
Cor. No; &er yon Moon repointsher blunted Horns, 


Ho — 
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I will chaftize my Foes, and comfort thee. 
Virg. But whither art thou going? 
Cor. Where I can find Revenge. 
Virg. Shall T not hear from thee ? | 
| Cor. Yes, if my Actions anſwer to my Thoughts, 
The Univerſe ſhall hear from me. 
Virg. I ſhall be dead of Grief e' er thou return'ft. 
Cor. = Mother ſoon will teach thee nobler Paſ- 
ions, 3 
And tell thee, that my Wife ſhould:mourn like Jove's, 
With Grief that meditates Revenge. 
Now for one parting Kiſs, one laſt Embrace. 
Virg. The laſt! Thou kill'ſt me, Marcius. 
Cor. Now all the Gods protect thee. | 
Virg. When thou deſert'{t me ev'ry God forſakes me, 
Cor. Adieu! vo ear T9 
In queſt of great Revenge thy Lover flies. 
Virg. Support me, Virgins, for Virgilia dies. [ Exe. 


The End of the Third ACT. 
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Enter Coriolanns in mean Apparel, diſguis'd and muſfied 
Cor. Goodly City is this {ntinmiz Cin, 

1 A TS bitas made thy Widows: many an Heir 
Of theſe fair Edifices, by my Hand 5 

Has groaning bit the Ground. Fhien know. me not, 

Leſt that thy Wives with Spits, and Boys: witk Sdones 
In puny Battle ſlay me. Save you, Sir. 


Euter Citizen. 

Cit. And you. 1 

Cor. Direct me, Sir, where great Aufidius lies. 
Is he in Autium? „FFV 

Cit. This very Night he holds a ſolemn Council, 
And, at his Houſe, he feaſts our Prime Nobility. 

Cor. Which is his Houſe, Sir? 

Cir. This here before you. 5 

Cor. Thank you, Sir; farewell. [ Ex. Cit. 


O World, thy flippery 'Furns! Friends now fait ſworn, : 


Who in two. Breaſts now; ſeem to wear one Heart, 


W hoſe very Souls ſeem-Ewins, which Fare has blendel Þ 


Inſeparably, ſhall-within this Hour, 
On a Diſſention of a Daitz break out 
To bitter ſt Enmaity: So ſelleſt Nes, 


W hoſe Paſſions and Whats have broke their Sleep, 


T' attempt each other n; by ſome Chance, 


Some Trick, not worth Drachma, ſhall grow Friends : | 


And intermix their Offspring. Who er thought 


To 


ä 
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To ſee the Hour when I ſhould court Aufidius, 


To be reveng d upon ungrateful Rome? { Exit. 
. Au ich plays. "Enter a Serving- Man. | 

I Her. come, come, what Service is here? 
Hey, where: are you all? Drunk before the Gueſls, by 
this Light * ! 

Euter Coriolanus. 
Cor. A goodly Houſe, and ſplendid Entertainment 5 

But T appear not an invited Gueſt. 


1 Serv. What would you have, Friend? Whence are 
| you? Here's no room «pra Come 
to the Door, march, mar 
Cor. Juſt ſuch a Welcome Corjolanus ought 
T' expect from Folfcians. 
Enter 2 Servant. 
| 2 Serv. Heyday, who have we here? This, by his 
: Garband Mien, ſhould:be one of thoſe 2 whom 
they call a Hanger-on, a Spunger, or Smell-Feaſt. 
W hence do you come, Friend? Pray, how far have 
you nos'd this Supper in the Wind? 
1 Serv. This Fellow, I'll warrant, as tarurally fmells 


; ; a, er while *tis a — Tap a ſagacious Hog ſpies 


ind as tis coming the Porter his Eyes in 


: his Head, that he gives Entrance to ſuch Companions? 
Go, get you out, 'g0. 
Cor. Aw [Strikes him. 


2 Serv. Away! Get you away. 
Cor. Vaniſh, thou 1 vaniſh. [ Kicks him. 


2 Serv. I am Horribly frighted, that I really dont 


know whether I have been kick'd or no. | 
1 Serv. As eentainly as I have been cuff d, Tony. 
wa may be Evidences one for another, and ſutfiaient 
ou es we may recover. I would not part with my 
or five Seſterces. | 
=: by I would not give him to y Kick again for ten. 


But here comes Mai, we'll bring hita into this Bus' neſs 


as as ſure as the TOY" 


Enter 


—— El. et i ons. Gs 
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Enter zd Servant. 

3 Serv. What Fellow's this? wen od cf 

1 Serv. Hark, in your Ear, Mark; here is a poor 
Creature almoſt famiſh'd ; the ſmell of this Supper has 
attracted the Wretch, as Loadſtone does the Iron. Now, 
my Maſter's Orders you know are very ſtrict, that none 
but the Gueſts, and their Servants, ſhould enter. This 
Fellow muſt be got out, d'you ſee; and be K out 
without roughneſs he cannot; we have tried gentle 
Means already. Now Roughneſs, my Friend Tony and 
I have not the Hearts to uſe, tis ſuch a meek, hum- 
ble, good-natur'd Creature. 9 | 
3 Serv. A Couple of Milk-Sops; let me alone. 
1 Serv. Well, well, we leave you. CR 
2 Serv. To be kick'd, Tony. 5 

1 Serv. And cuff'd, Pompey A Man ought, you 
know, to ſhare his Fortune with his Friend. Let us 

ſtep behind this Skreen, and wait the Event. 

3 Serv. Hey, you Fellow. a 
Cor. Ha! | 7-60 „ 

3 Serv. Ay, Fellow; fo I ſay, Sir; you Fellow, you that 
ſtare as if you were a ſtar-gazing. What, a murrain, are 
we about to tell Fortunes here? I'll tell you your For- 
tune with a Vengeance. Do you know, my dear Friend, 
that ſomebody under this Roof will be kick'd immedi- 

_ Ay, fo I fay, kick'd, my dear Friend; kick'd 
for his Impudence and his Impertinence, for intruding Þ 
where he had nought to do, and for provoking his Bet- 
ters? Do you know this, my dear Friend? 
Cor. Serve with thy Trencher, hence. | Kicks him. | 
1/7 and 2d Servants appear and laugh. - 

1 Serv. Mark has it as well as we. 5 

2. Serv. A true Fortune-teller, by 70 ⁶t. 

I Serv. Do you know, my dear Friend, that ſome 

Body under this Roof will be kick'd immediately ?. | 

2 Serv. Kick'd, for his Impudence and his Imperti- | 
nence; do you know this, my dear Friend? | 

| 3 &erv, 
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3 Ser. Ah Vengeance ſeize you both. — Sir, you're 
a a moſt worthy, moſt deſerving Perſon, and if I can do 
you any Service—— „ ee F 
Cor. J want your Maſter, Sirrah. 
3 Ser. Sir, ſtep but into the next Room, and have 
2 Moment's Patience till the Gueſts have ſupp'd, and 
I'll go up to him. Be pleas'd to walk this way, Sir. 
noi Eon ed 1 8 [ Exit Coriol. 
SCENE draws and diſcovers Aufidius and the 
15 Senators at Table. h 
1 Lord. Be not fo haſty, Tullus; ftay to Night. 
Auf. After your Lordſhips leave me, not an Hour; 
The Troops are, by my Orders, march'd already, 
And our Succeſs Jevends on our Diſpatch. 
For we may likely take in ſeveral Towns 
Before that Rome s provided to reſiſt us: 
Whoſe wiſeſt Senators have been deceiv'd, 
By truſting to our late diſſembled yielding; 
And ſo * nat haſtily their Troops, 
While we maintain'd, and even augmented ours, 
Have naked and defenceleſs left their Frontiers. 
2 Lord. My Lords, if my Intelligence proves true, 
There is a further and a ſtronger Reaſon 8 
Why Tullus ſnould ſet forth without delay: 
For now the Senate and the Roman People 
Highly againſt each other are incens'd: e 
The Tribunes have Impeach'd, and mean to Try, 


t- For 5 Offences, Caius Marcius, 


Rome's brave Defender, and our mortal Foe. 5 
Auf. Then, if we march while this Diſſention's warm, 
We bear down all before us like a Deluge; 

For Caius Marcius was the only Roman, 

Who, when his Country had no Army ready, 
Could raiſe one by his Breath alone, as Jove 
Firſt made the World, by faying Let it be. 
You may remember when in the late Dearth, 
The People, mutinying, refus'd the Service, 
He, in a Morning, muſter'd up his Friends, 


And 


570 The Invader of bis Country: Or, 


And made a terrible Incurſion on us, 

Which ruin'd half our Territor. 2 
3 Lord. Aufidius, thou commend'ſt him like a Friend 
Auf. Life hates not Death ſo much as I do Marcius 

Yet I'll do Juſtice to the Worth I hate. 

Even when his Country had an Army rais'd, 

What was that Army when-e'er he was abſent ? 

He was the Soul of all their warlike Enterpriſes. 

Was it their Army that reduc'd Corioli? 

No; twas the conqu'ring Arm of Marcius only; 

Who, by that wondrous Action, loft his Name, 

And found a nobler, with Immortal Glory. 

Who beat the Troops which I in Perſon led? 

Was it Cominius, Rome's Commander? No. 

I drove Cominius and his Troops before me, 

As Whirlwinds drive the Duſt; 

In Skill, in Stratagem, in Feats of Arms, 

Their braveſt Romans I ſurpaſs'd and foil'd, 

Till Marcizs came againſt me, like a God, 

By Force divine o'er-pow'ring human Nature. 

Conqueſt attended him where-c'er he came, 

And Fortune follow'd him as Fate docs Fove. 

Where-e' er he came, Skill, Valour, Stratagem, 

All in a Moment were conſtrain'd to yield, 

Or by their Perſeverance ſhew'd their Impotence, 

And grew ridiculous. 

1 Lord. Perhaps the Tribunes may to Death purſue him. 
Auf. No, that, my Lords, they neither can nor dare, 
For the Patricians are too faſt his Friends: 
But they eternally may diſoblige him; 


Which if they do, O then that we could San him. 


2 Lord. I'd give, methinks, a third o 
Fortune, 1 
To ſee him here in Antium as a Friend. 


my whole 


3 Lord. That fight would be moſt welcome to us all. | 
1 Lord. To all moſt welcome, but moſt wonderful. 
Auf. Twelve times in ſingle Combat J have try'd him, 


And twelve times ſhamefully have from him fled. 


For 
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For which tho' to the Death I ought to hate him, 
Yet always ſhall my private Paſſions yield 
To what's my Country's univerſal Good. 

: Enter 1 Servant and Coriolanus at a Diſtance, the © 
other two Servants appear at the Door. | 
1 Serv. Sir, Sir, Sir. [Palling Aufidius. 
Auf. What would the Fool have? | | 
1 Serv. The Fool has earneſt Buſineſs, Sir, as Fools 
now-a-Days generally have; here's an odd ſort of a Fel- 
low that is reſolv'd to ſpeak with you, whether you 
will or no. e of CEP 5 
Auf. What's his Buſineſs? 
1 Serv. I know not; I believe a Wager. 
| Auf. Surah, what Wager? 
: 1 Serv. I believe he has laid that he will kick your 
Family round. All but your Honour have had it al- 
ready. : | 
Art Sirrah, becauſe as you're a Fool I ſometimes 
Have given you privilege to prate, you think 
Your beaſtly Tongue has a perpetual Licence. 
= Where is this Fellow? HS 
My Lords, I beg your Pardon for a Moment. 
[Comes to the front of the Stage. 
| Whence com'ſt thou, and what would'ſt thou? What's 
thy Name? 
Cor. Doſt thou not know me, Tullus ? 
Auf. No: thy Name. 
Cor. A Name unmuſical to Volſcian Ears, 
And harſh in ſound to thine. | 
Auf. Can'ſt thou not ſpeak it? 
of Methinks thy Guardian Genius ſhould inform 
| thee; 5 1 ; 
Nature her ſelf ſhould, rouzing, take th' alarm, 
And thy pure Blood, which I've fo often ſhed, 
* [Should ſwiftly to thy panting Heart retire, 
And whiſper there what mortal Foe is here. 
Auf. Now by the God of War there breaths but one 


7 
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Who dares to talk, or dares to look like thee. 

How haſt thou dard to appear thus here alone? 

Think'ft thou to carry Antium like Corioli, 

That thou art here unſeconded, unguarded? | 
Cor. Tis Nome, not Antium, that I come to carry. 

Auf. What ſay'ſt thou? | 


„ 


Cor. Would'ſt thou revenge thy Country, or thy ſelf? 


If 'tis thy ſelf thou would'ſt revenge, bere ſtrike, 
Ungrateful Rome will thank thee for the Blow. 
Auf. Ye Gods, what's this I hear! 
Cor. But if thou would'ſt revenge thy Country's 
| | Wron - | 1 3 Þ 
Behold me here, no common Friend to Antium, 
No vulgar Foe to Rome; for 1 will fighgt 
Againſt my canker'd Country, with the Spleen 
— neee 
Auf. W hat has it done? what caus'd this wondrous 
Change? 7 
Cor. Tullus, thou ſee'ſt me here a baniſh'd Man. 
Auf. Baniſſ'd! Is't poſſible! 1 
Cor. Hoop'd out of Rome by vile accurſed Slaves, 
Permitted by our daſtard Nobles, who 
Have all forſaken me: For which may Fortune, 
And every Guardian God of Rome forſake them. 
Tullus, I come to make a noble Barter with thee 
Give me Revenge, I'll give thee Victory. 
Auf. O Marcius, Marcius, 6 


Each word thou haſt ſpoke has weeded from my Hear i 


A Root of ancient Envy. If that Jupiter 


Should from yon glittering Firmament, in Thunder 


Speak things Divine, I'd not believe em more 
Than thce, all noble Marcius. Let me twine 
My Arms about that Body, againft which 

My ſhiver'd Spear a i broke, 


And ſcarr'd the Moon with Splinters. Here I embrace N 


The Anvil of my Sword, and here conteſt 
As hotly and as nobly with thy Love, 
As ever in ambitious Strength I did 1] 
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Contend againſt thy Valour. Know, thou Hero, 


I loy'd the Maid I married, never 

Sigh'd truer Breath; but, that I ſee thee here, 
Thou noble Soul, more raviſnes my Heart, 
Than when I firſt my wedded Miſtreſs —4 
Paſs bluſhing o'er my Threſhold to m 
Thou art arriv'd, os Thunderbolt yr War, 
Even in the dreadful Crifis of Rome's Fate. 
Even now our Troops are marching, and I purpos 4 
Once more to hew thy Target from thy Brawn, 
Or loſe my Arm for't. Thou hath worſted me 
Twelve ſeveral Times, and I have nightly fince 
Dream'd of Encounters *twixt thy ſelf and me: 


Me have been down together, in my Sleep, 


Unbuckling Helms, fiſting each other's Throats, 
And wak'd half dead with nothing. Worthy Marcius, 


Had we no Quarrel elſe to Rome, but that 


Thou thence art baniſh'd, we would muſter all 
From twelve to ſeventy 3 ; and pouring War 
Into the Bowels of ungrateful Rome, 


Like a bold Deluge mark our Way with Ruin. 
| Let me preſent you to our Friendly Senators, 


Who now to take their leaves of me are here. 
Cor. You bleſs me, Gods! | They go to the Table. 
Auf. My Lords, what you have wifl'd fo oft in 
vain, 


But what we thought no God would dare to promiſe, 


Fortune and Time have of themſelves effected. 


# Behold the noble Caius Marcins here, 


Tze Friend of Antium, and the Foe of Reine 


All Sen. Ha, Caius Marcias here! [All riſe. 
Auf. Baniſh'd from Rome by his ungrateful Country. 
1 Sen. Ha, baniſh'd ! 

2 Sen. Immortal Jupiter 

3 Sen. What Miracle is this! 

4 Sen. Let us bow down before the Godlike Man. 

1 Sex. Welcome to Antium ; yes, a thouſand Wel- | 
Comes. 


E 3 2 4 


* 


54 The Invader of his Country: Or, 
4 Sen. With you, the Tutelary Gods of Rome, 
Are come to dwell among us. 
3 Sen. When your ungrateful Country baniſh'd you 
It paſs'd a fatal Sentence on it ſelf. 
1 Sen. Rome in that Moment fell from all its Glory, 
2 Sen. Now, in its turn, our Volſcian State will 
riſe. | | 
4 Sen. You come to Reign, and to Command a. 
mong us. Ws, 
And, if you would revenge your barbarous W rongs 
On your ungrateful Country, we have Troops 
That march againſt it now, and good Aufidius 
Is proud to ſhare with you his high Commiſſion. 
Auf. Moſt proud of ſuch a Partner. 
Cor, 4 Lords, you overwhelm me with your Kind- 
nels : | | 
But my 2 Hand, not Tongue, ſhall ſhew my Gra 
titude. V 
Auf. For me, I muſt away within an Hour, 
Marcius may take a Night's Repoſe, and follow. 
Cor. Behind you Marcius will not ſtay a moment. 
Repoſe but feeds my inward Agitation, 
While Vengeance preys upon my burning Entrails; 
But Motion that will haſten dire Revenge 
Will give me Eaſe of Mind. | ＋ 
By the Reception which I meet with here, 
And by the Ulage which I found at Rome, 
Who would not take this Antium for the City 
For which I all my Life had fought and conquer'd, 
And Rome the hoſtile Country, of whoſe Natives 
J, from a Boy, had made perpetual Slaughter. 
| Enter a Centurion. 
Cent. Where is the General? 
Auf. What arc thy Tydings? Say. ; 
_ * Troops that march'd this Evening, have Þ 
. ready, „ I 
Withoyt Reſiſtance, paſs'd the Roman Frontiers, 
And mark'd their way with Blood and Devaſtation. : 
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The Roman Territory's in a Flame, 

With which mY Welkin glows; th' partial Sword 
Spares neither Age nor Sex, Degree nor Order, 

But makes promiſcuous Nager of our Foes. 
Confuſion and Diſmay ſeize all who eſcape, 

And all to their wall'd Towns for Refuge fly, 

And all thoſe Towns ſend Poſt to Rome for Succour. 
Sufetius, your Lieutenant, begs, by me, 


That you would haſte to joyn th' impatient Troops, 


And take th* Advantage of their eager Fire, 
And of the Foe's ſurprize. 


Auf. To Horſe without delay. Now, noble Marcus, 


Eer thrice the Sun his flaming Courſe renews, 

Capricious Rome ſhall curſe the fatal Hour 

That e'er ſhe dar'd to baniſh her Defender. 

Cor. I wait on you. = 

| Auf. My Lords, we take our leaves. 

May Fortune be propitious to your Lordſhips. 

45 Sen. Glory and Victory attend Auſidius, 

And thee, moſt noble Marcius. 

Auf. Sirrah, do you attend me to the Gate, 
That you may take my Orders as I go. [ Exennt. 
I Serv. Here's an Alteration! 

2 Serv. By Jove, I thought to have cudgell'd himz 
and yet my Mind gave me his Cloaths made a falſe Re- 
port of him.” 

I Serv. What an Arm he has! He turn'd me a- 

{ bout with a Finger and a Thumb, as one would ſer 

up a Top. 

2 Serv. And what a Foot he has! Well, I have 

had five hundred Kicks, but never had ſuch a Kick be- 

fore! He mounted me like a Foot-Ball. 

I Serv. Well, this Frolick began with Maſtes. 

This Caius Marcius has been us'd to Cud ge 

that we Servants have had an Honourable N 


= neral ! 


E 4 | 5 1 Serv. 


x 


him. So 
2 Serv, What do you ſay ! Us'd to Cudgel the Ge- 
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1 Serv. Well Saucebox! What if I did fay Cud- 


get the General? Did not the General ſay ſo himſelf? 


ray what did he do before. Corioli? Did not he 
Scotch him and Notch him like a Certonedo? Gad, 
if our General had not ſhewn the wrong {ide of him- 
ſelf, he might have broil'd and eaten him too. 
Euter third Servant. _ 
3 Serv. Oh Slaves! I cantell you News, News you 
Raſcals. . n 1 
1 and 2 Serv. What, what, what? Let us partake, 
3 Serv. Well! J would not be a Roman of all Na- 
tions under the Sun, I had as lief be a condemn'd 
Perſon. | | 5 | | 
1 and 2 Serv. Ay! Why ſo? DOTY WER 
3 Serv. Why this Offspring of Hector will carry 
my Maſter directly to Rome, and lug the Porter of 
Rome Gates by the Ears. He will mow down all be- 
fore him. Rome will ſoon come into my Maſter's 
Hands. The Romans will be all turn'd out of their 
Places, and we who are Scoundrels now ſhall imme- 
diately become great Men. TE Ort 
I Serv. What, we Footmen become great Men ? 
3 Serv. Why, what if we are Footmen, Puppy ? 
How many Footmen, fince I can remember, have 
I known preferr'd? Or Fellows worſe than Footmen? 
Do not we ſee every Day a proud Splenetick Puppy 
lolling backwards in a Gilt Chariot; when all the 
Town remembers, that twenty Years ago they ſaw 
him ride behind it? I tell you, we ſhall be all great Men. 


I and 2 Serv. Ay, ay, we ſhall be all three very 
great Men. 


3 Serv. But now do you know how to behave your 


ſelves, you Raſcals, when you come to be great 
I Serv. Not I, by Jupiter. Ts 
2 Serv. Nor I, by Hercules. 
3 Serv. Then obſerve, and take Example by me, 
When I come to be a great Man, I will have but 
half my Memory, and no Ears at all in my Head. 
| I Ser Y. 
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1 Serv. And why but half your Memory? 

Serv. I will — 2 mawl my Mina 
forget to do good to my Friends. 

2 Serv. But why no Ears in your Head? 

3 Serv. I will have them remov'd a little nearer to 
my Pockets. 5 | | 

1 Serv. Whither muſt that be? 1 5 

3 Serv. Why, to be Palms of my Hands, you | 
| Scoundrel ! He who ſpeaks to me, ſpeaks to me here. 

. } 7 bans [Pointing to his Hand.] 
He who ſpeaks to any other part of me, is an imper- 
tinent Fellow, and talks to the Deaf. | 2s 

1 Serv. But how will you paſs your Time, when you 
come to be great? | e ; 

3 Serv. Why, as that ſort of t Men does who 
with great Fortunes have little Underſtandings, and 
low Thoughts in high Stations. All the Morning F 
will be doing nothing, in ſecret and in State. And 
while I am doing nothing gravely and myſteriouſly, I 
will be as inacceſſible, and as uncomatable, as if I were 
Wiſdom or Honeſty, _ | 

2 Serv. But how will you * your Afternoons? 

3 Serv. Why, juſt as J paſs my Mornings; in do- 
ing nothing; only I will ſee a Friend or two. 

1 Serv. What, Wits, Virtuoſi, Politicians I war- 
rant you. £ TR 

3 Serv. No: Fools, you Puppy. Folly in Brocade 
| ſhall be my Companion, and Merit in Rags ſhall be 

my Door-keeper. But, to pin the Basket, as ſoon as I 
come to be great, I will uſe the State as a Sharper 
does his Bubble, I will flatter it and cajole it egregioully, 
expreſs flaming Zeal for its Service, talk of nothing 
but Public Spirit, and the Love of my Country; but 
at the fame time I will cheat my dear Country moſt 
— yet rail moſt vehemently at any one who 

has it in his Power to cheat it more than my ſelf. If I can 


but fill my own Coffers, I care not one Farthing 2 
lear 


| 
| 
| 
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dear Country is five hundred Millions in Debt, and 
Bankrupt paſt recover. | 

1 Serv. Oh rare Mark, he has not liv'd twenty 
Years in the Service of great Men for nothing. 
2 Serv. Mark has hat his Eyesand his Ears open. 

1 Serv. He will|certainly be a very great Man. 

3 Serv. Why Sirrah! I am a greater Man than you 


＋ imagine already. I am Factotum and Major-Domo, 
an 


Viceroy in my Maſter's Abſence. Look here is the 


j Key of the Wine Cellar, Sirrah! Come, PF'll begin my 
ei 


Reign with an Act of Grace, carry you two down into 
my 1 of Darkneſs, pierce a freſh Hogſhead, and 
thereby depriving you of your little Underſtandings, 
abſolutely gain your Affectionnss. . | Exeunt. 


SCENE ROME. 


Enter the two Tribunes and Menenius. 


Bru. Then you hear nothing from him? 
Men. No, I hear nothing; 55 


His Mother and his Wife hear nothing from him. 


Bru. In War this Marcius was a worthy Officer, 
But inſolent in Peace, o'crcome with Pride; 
Ambitious even beyond Imagination, 
And doating on himſelf. SR 
Sic. And aiming at perpetual Soyeraignty. 
Men. Had Caius Marcius aim'd at Soveraignty | 
He would have been more popular. : 
For the Patrician who enſlaves this People 
Muſt do it by themſelves. bo 
Sic. We ſhould, by this, have felt his Tyranny, 


To all our Sorrows, had he gone forth Conſul. 


Bru. The Gods have well prevented it, and Rome 

Sits ſafe and eaſy ſtill without him. > 

. | Enter an Agile, 1 
d. Worthy Tribunes, | There 


Fo 
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There is a Slave, whom we have thrown'in Priſon, | 


Reports, the Yo/cians, with two Teveral Stor ou 
Are entred in the Roman Territories, 
And with the deepeſt Malice of the War 
Deſtroy what lies before them. | 
Bru, Go ſee this Rumourer whipt for his bold Lie 
The Volſcians, whom ſo lately we reduc'd, 
Have not the Heart to break with us. 
Enter Meſſenger. 

Meß. The Fathers, in great Earneſtneſs, are going 
All to the Senate Houſe; ſome News is con 
That turns their Countenances. | | { 

Sic. Tis this Slave. 
Whip. him before the People's Eyes, for daring. 
Thus to diſturb the Town by his Invention. | 
Mefſ. But, worthy Sir, AXON 
The Slave's Report is ſeconded ; and more, 
More fearful is deliver'd. 
Sic. What more fearful ? | 
Meſſ. Sir, tis by many Mouths deliver'd freely, 
How probably I cannot tell, that Marcus, 
Join'd with Aufid:ns, marches againſt Rome, 
And vows Revenge as ample as between 
The youngeſt andthe oldeſt of our Romans. 
Sic. This is moſt likely! 
Breu. Rais'd only, that the weaker fort may with 
Good Marcius home again. 
Lic. The very Trick on't. 
Men. This is improbable, and highly ſo; 
He and Aufidius are no more compatible 


Than the two Branches of a Contradiction 


Enter ſecond Meſſenger. 
2 Mefſ. You are ſent for to the Senate: 
A fearful Army, led by Caius Marcins, 
Aſſociated with fell Hufidius, rages 
Upon our Territories, and alread 
Have mark'd their way with Fixe, and Blood, and Ruin. 
Enter Cominius. | 


Com, Oh! you have made r rare Work! Men. 
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Mes. What News, what News? Dan 
Com. Yes, you have helpt to raviſh your own 
Daughters! & SHOT 7 

To ſee your Wives diſhonour'd to your Noſes. 

Men. What is the News,what is the News, Cominius ? 
If Marcius ſhould be join'd with Fol/cians = 

Com. If Marcius ſhould be join'd———— 
Why he's their God, he leads them like a Being 
Made by ſome nobler Artiſt than meer Nature, 
That forms Man perſecter, and ſhapes him better. 
And under him they march with no leſs Confidence, 
Than Heroes when commanded by a God. 
Me. Oh! you have made good Work? 

Com. He'll ſhake your Rome about your Ears. 
Men. As Hercules the Pillars which he rais'd. 

You have made Wer. 
Bru. But is this true, Sir? $249 | 
Com. As ſure as you'll look 2 and tremble too, 

Before you find it other; all the Regions TY 
With cheerfulneſs revolt, they who reſiſt 
Are mock'd for valiant Ignorance, - 


And periſh conſtant Fools. And who can blame him? 
Your Enemies and his find ſomething in him, © 
Tho” you ſo much contemn'd him. | 

Men. We are all undone, unleſs the Godlike Man 
Have Mercy equal to forgiving Gods. 

Com. And whe ſhall dare to ask it? 

The Tribunes cannot do't for ſuame, the People 
Deſerve ſuch Pity of him as the Wolf | 
Does of the Shepherd : Which of his beſt Friends 
Has not deſerted him, and ſeem'd his Enemy? 

Men. True! Were he putting to my Houſe the Brand 
Which ſhould conſume it, I have not the Face 
To ſay, I beg you ceaſe. You have made fair Hands: 
You and your Crafts-Men, you have crafted fair. 

Com. You have brought . 

A Trembling upon Rome, ſuch as was never 
So incapable of Help. 
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ib. Say not we brought it. 

Men. How! Was it we? We lov'd him. 
But yet, like timerous Beafts, and daſtard N obles, 
Submitted baſely to your Noiſy Cluſters, . 

And paſſively beheld him —.— from our Walls. 
Com. But they, I fear, Who thus could hoot him out, 
Will roar him in again. Tallus Auſfidius, ; 
The ſecond Name of Men, obeys his Nod, 

As if he were his Subaltern: Deſpair 

Is all che Strength, Defence and Policy 

That Rome can make againſt them. 
Enter a Troop of Citizens. 

Men. Here come the Cluſters! 

And is Aufidius with him! You are they 
That made the Air unwholſome, when you caſt 
Your ſtinking greaſy Caps in nauſeous hooting 
At Coriolanus Exile. Now he's 282 

And not a Hair upon a Soldier's Head 

Which will not prove a Scorpion. 

As many Coxcombs as you threw up Gigs: 
He'll tumble down, and pay you for . Wen 
Nay, tis no Matter. 

If he could burn us all into one Coal, 

We have deſerv'd to be conſum'd together. 

All Cit. Faith, we hear fearful News. 

1 Cit. For my own part, 

When I ſaid Baniſh him, I ſaid 'twas pity. 

2 Cit. And ſo did I. 

3 Cit. And ſo did I. And, to ſay ti Truth, fo did 
very many of us; nay, indeed, all of us. 

All Cit. Ay, all o Us. | 

Com. All of you ſay ſo! How came ic he baniſh'd then? 

1 Cit. What we did, we did for the beſt; and tho? 
we conſented to his Baniſhment, yet was it againſt our 
Wills. 1 Voices! 

Com. Againſt your Wills! Vou goodly things, you 
Who urg'd you on to ſuch a fatal Injury: 

1 Ct. Why cen our worthy Tribunes. 8 
Com. 
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Com. Why then = worthy Tribunesare the Perſons 
Who have laid waſte the Ranan Territory, 
Have brought their Country to the brink of Ruin, 
Have to the Temples of our Gods ſet}Fire, 


= Have fix'd the murtheri Knife to all your Throats, | 


And, to the Arms of leud Licentious Rufhans, 

Have given your Wives and Daughters, So farewell. 
1 Cit. O terrible! 6 4 5 
Com. Come on, Menenius, let us to the Capitol. 

>} ___[Exe. Com. and Men. 
2 Cit. Have our 'Tribunes done all this? 
3 Cit. The Furies break their Necks for it. 

4 Cit. What need wetroublethedamn'd N eighbours, 

for what we can do ourſelves. We are the Fur ies. 


Al Cit. Ay, we are the Furies, we are the Furies. 


To the Rock, to the Rock with them. | 

Bru. How! | 

Sic. What do I hear? . 5 

4 Cit. The Puniſhment they deſign'd for Coriolanus, 
let them feel themſelves. -  *' 

All Git. To the Rock, to the Rock with them. 

Bru. Hear me, my Maſters. | | 

1 Cit. No, no, you have prated us into Miſchief 
_ already, a Plague o'your Rhetorical Throats 

or it. 2 oh 

Sic. Can you refuſe to hear us then, my Maſters? - 

2 Cit. No, by no Means, but you ſhall take a gentle 
leap firſt. 5 

4 Cit. We hall ſee what a delicate Speech you'll 
make when your Neck's broke. 

All Cit. To the Rock, to the Rock, away with 'em. 


The End of the Fourth ACT. 
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Enter Aufidius and four Tribunes. , 
| Auf. Ever was ſuch a Torrent of Succeſs. 
Where: e' er we march we mark our Way with 
Ruin. WW 
1 Tyib. The Roman Territories are ſo alter'd, 
So chang'd from what jars were with the wild waſte, 
The very Natives wilder'd, loſe their way 3 
And the Poſſeſſors of the Fertil Soi! 
Behold their own, and ſeeing it require it. 
2 Trib. Beholding too the Romans, we — 8 them. 
Where are thoſe Spirits that appear'd intrepid? 
Thoſe Spirits at whoſe ſight our Yoſcian Troops 
So often have turn'd pale with ſhivering Terror. 
Auf. The Soul of Caius Marcius was the Spirit 
Invigorating all; now he has left them, 
The whole vaſt Body is become a Lump 
Of lifeleſs and half animated Clay. 
3 Trib. At leaſt in Rome it {elf we thought to have 
found 5 'D h 
Some firmneſs; even there, on our approach, 
Confuſion and wild Uproar ſeem to lord it, 
And even the Brave deſpair z while Peaſants fly 
To them for ſhelter, they forſake their Walls, 
And wanting Firmneſs to expect their Fate, 
Come out to meet it here. „* 
4 Trib. Their very Prieſts rely on Heaven no more, 
No more fall proſtrate before Mars or Fove ; 


But leaving all their Temples unattended, - ; , 
9 n 
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Vet for the fake of Antium, I'Il take care 
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In full Proceſſion bow the Knee to Marcus; 

As if that Marcius were the only Gd 

On whom, for their Deliverance, they depend. 
Auf. Their Prieſts are fearful, ſuperſtitious Fools, 

And proud or humble, always in exceſs. TE 

But even their Heroes, and their Sages come; 


Cominius and Menenius have been here, Martins: 


The Fellow-Conqueror one, and both the Friends of 
Both bow'd their Knees,and both employ'd their Prayen, 
Both cry'd for Mercy, and both cry'd in vain. 
4 Trib. Menenius, by the moving Tale he told, 
Of what his Country ſuffer'd, melted all; 
But Marcius ſtill remain'd unmov'd, inflexible. - 
Auf. Tribune, you muſt miſtake, for I obſery'd him 
Look under with has Eyes, while he with Pain 
Reſtrain d the Moiſture ftrugling to get free: 
And much I queſtion how he will ſuſtain - 
This next and laſt Effort which Rome prepares. 
3 Trib. What may that be? | 


Auf. A tender Train of mournful Ladies, with them 


His Mother, and his Wife, and little Children, 
Kneeling and holding up their Hands for Mercy. 
Intelligence, on which I may depend, 


Imports as much. If he at laſt relents 


I Trib. If he relents, he dies. 

2 Trib. If he relents, this Dagger's in his Heart. 

3 Trib. And mine. * 

4 Trib. And mine. . 

Auf. Away. Tis true, if he relents he dies, 

But ſhall not baſely be oppxeſs d by odds. 
I, in fo juſt Cauſe, alone ſuffice. 

4 Trib. You! will you ſet your Life againſt a Traytor's, 
And to blind Fortune truſt your Country's Cauſe? 
Suppoſe he kills you? | W 

Auf. If he kills me, know 
Auſidius will fall worthy of himſelf, - 
And of the Glory of his great Forefathers. 


* 


Not 
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Not to fall unreveng'd. But ſee, he comes: 
I muſt receive him. To my Tent repair, 

And there expect my coming. mw 


65 ; 


All. We will. RR 


Enter Coriolanus. 


Auf. Now, noble Marcius, what 1s to be done ? 
Cor. Wewill before the Walls of Rome, to-Morrow, 


Set down our Hoſt. My Partner in this Action, 


You muſt acquaint the Yo{ſcian Lords how plainly 


In all this matter I have born my ſelf. 


Auf. You have regarded them alone, have ſtopt 


Vour Ears againſt the general Suit of Rome; 
Refus'd all private Whiſpers, even with thoſe 
Who thought themſelves ſecure of you. 

Cor. This laſt old Man, 3 
Who with a broken Heart went back to Rome, 
Lov'd me above the Meaſure of a Father; | 
Nay, deify'd me rather. Their laſt Refuge 
Was to ſend him, for whole old Love I have, 
Tho! I to him appear'd inexorable, | 
Offer'd the firſt Conditions they refus'd, 

And cannot now, accept to grace him only, 


Who thought he could do more. A very little 


have yielded to. Freſh Embaſſies and Suits, 


Nor from the State, nor private Friends, hereafter 
Will I lend Ear to. Ha, what Shout is that? Shout. 


Shall I be tempred to infringe my Vow - 
The Moment that I make it? No, I will not. 


Enter Virgilia, Volumnia, Valeria, V. Marcius, with 


other Ladies and Attendants. 


Auf. Martius, ſee here a mournful moving Train. 
= Cor. Ha, Gods! a mournful moving Train indeed! 
My Wife comes foremoſt, then the honour'd Mould 
= W herein this Trunk was fram'd, and, in her Hand, 
The Grand-Child to her Blood. But my Reſentment 


All Bond and Privilege and Nature breaks, 
"I And lets dull Obſtinacy now be Virtue. 
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Auf. Ay, Marcius, bear this great, this utmoſt Tryal, 


And thou haſt reach'd the Top of Mortal Glory. 4 
Leave you. © © e ee - 
Cor. Nay, Tullus, you muſt ſtay and ſee —- _ 
Auf. Excuſe me; | 
Such Entertainments want no Standers-by, An 
And your Integrity to me's unqueſtion'd. 3 = 
I leave you to receive them. [ Exit, | 


o hat is that Curt'ſy worth? Or thoſe Dove's W 
es, 85 
Which can make Gods forſworn ? I melt, and am not 
Of ſtronger Earth than others. O for a Kiſs! 
Long as my Exile, ſwect as my Revenge. 
Now, by the jealous Queen of Love, that Kils 
carry'd from my Love, and my true Li- 
 Hath ever ſince preſerv'd it like a Virgin. 
But oh, ye Gods, while fondly thus I talk, 
See the moſt noble Mother of the World 
Stands unſaluted; fink my Knee in Earth, 
Of my deep Duty more Impreſſion ſhew 
Than that of common Sons. 1 
Vol. Have you forgot this Lady? 
Cor. The noble Siſter of Poplicola, 
The Moon of Nome, chaſte as the Iſicle | 
That's crudled by the Froſt from pureſt Snow, 
And hangs upon the Temple of Diana. | 
Vol. This is a poor Epitome offyours, 
Which by th' Interpretation of full Time 
May ſhew like all your (elf. | 
Cor. The God of Soldiers, i, 
With the Conſent of ſupreme Fove, inform . 
Thy Thoughts with Nobleneſz, that thou may'ſt prove 
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Lo Shame invulnerable, and ſhew in Battel 
Like a great Sea Mark, ſtanding ev'ry Flaw, 
And faving thoſe that eye the. 

Vol. Evin he, your Wife, Valeria, and my ſelf, 


And all this Train of noble Roman Ladies, 
een 


Cor. 


e ee 


. 


= 4nd Marcius, thou, dar'ſt thou attempt its Ruin? 


And doubly Tabwn th* ungrateful City, 


Vet ev'n the Rabble have reveng'd thy Cauſe, - 
Have thrown their Tribunes from the Rock Tarpeian, 


That like an Earthquake, or a general Deluge, 


For which, to 7 oy Swords, and Yol/cian Fire, 
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Cor. For any thing, exc pt ungrateful Rome. 3 
Vol. Rome, tho * 1, is your Country ſtill. 
Cor. No; Rome, that caſt me out, difown'd her 

Offsprin | e 


And Yol/cian Antium is my Country now: | 
"Tis Antium feeds, diſtinguiſhes, adores nie, wr 


Whereas Rome threw me out with baſeſt Contumely. ' 
Vol. I never knew the Rabble yet was Rome; : 


And voted. thy Repeal. : 
Cor. For that I thank my Yol/cians, and not them; 
And 1 will laugh at their vile Fears, and uſe them 
As my moſt deadly Foes; nay, my Revenge 
Shall reach the very Walls that now protect them 
Yes, I'Il deſtroy the very Walls that ſhelter them. 
Vol. Tis a wild Vengeance, 5 


Sweeps good and bad in a promiſcuous Ruin: 
Our noble Senators are all your Friends. 

Cor. No Coward ever can be term'd à Friend, 
A Coward loves himſelf too well to be a Friend; 
And 'twas the abject Fear of the baſe Senate 
That facrific'd me to the Rabble's Rage; 


PIl ſacrifice their City and themſelves. 
Hol. Dar'ft thou fay this on this high Eminence, 

From which thou now behold'ſt afflicted Rome, 

Suryey'ſt the awful Temples of our Gods, 

That above all of Capitaline Fove ? | 

Methinks I hear him from his ſacred Hill 

Speaking in Thunder thus; Have I decreed 

That Rome ſhould be my great Vicegerent here, 

Should terminate its Empire with thoſe bounds 

That terminate the World; have I decreed this! 


And as he utters this in dreadful Tone, . 
FLEA | P S 155 Methinks 


And rolling in his Red Right Hand the Thunder. 
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Methinks I ſee him o'er his ſacred Temple, 
Lifting above the Clouds his awful Head, 


Cor. That Rome ſhould be the Miſtreſs of the Univerſe, 
B 8 Juſtice ne'er could be decreed; 

hat Revelarion's but a pious Fraud, 
Invented firſt by Rome's ambitious Chiefs, 
To ſanctify their hourly Uſurpations, 
And make Injuſtice wear Religion's Mask. 

Fol. Oh impiouds 

Cor. The Wills of Gods eternal are, like them; 
And nought by Gods to Men can be reveal'd 
That contradicts their great 9 Will, 
That contradicts great 8 acred Laws, 
Thoſe ſacred Laws of juſt, and right, and fit, 
Which the informing Breath of Jove at firſt 
Infus'd into our new- created Souls. 

Pol. Yet ftill the Temples of our Gods are there, 
Thoſe Gods to whom thou haſt ſo often ſacrific'd, 
The Gods of thy Fore-fathers. Can'ſt thou ſee them, 
And impiouſly dar'ſt purpoſe to deſtroy them! 

Cor. Tis true, indeed | 5 
There are the Temples, but their Gods are Here: 
Their Gods abandon'd Rome, when Marcius left it; 
And above all, the God they moſt adore, | 
Great Mars, the Father of their boaſted Founder, 
With me he went t inhabit Volſcian Land, 

With me he marches all the toilſome Day, 

With me he all the watchful Night encamps; © 

See where he marks his Way with Fire and Blood, 

To ſcourge th' ungrateful Romans | | | 
Vol. What haſt thou faid? Thy Voice has Daggers, 

Marcius, r | | 
And thou a cruel unrelenting Soul. | 
Ten thouſand Widows, and as many Orphans. 
Already has thy dreadful Vengeance made; 
Deſtroy'd their Subſtance all with Hoſtile Fire, 
And now they wander helpleſs, friendleſs, comfortleſs, 


And 
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And fill the Air with Cries and Lamentations, | 
Enough to pierce the Hearts of Gods and Men. 
Cor. Thanks to their Tribunes, and their noble Senate. 
Vol. From hence thou ſeeſt the Temples of our Gods: 
Oh could thy Eyes but pierce the ſacred Walls, 
And ſhew thee the wild Horror that's within, 
The diſmal fight would break thy cruel Fleart. 
Proſtrate before cach unrelenting God, | 
Thou would'ſt behold old venerable Age, 
And helpleſs Infancy, and holy Matrons, 
And Virgins wither'd in their Bloom with Sorrow; 
All fainting, ſwooning, dying with the fear 
Of what may fall to-morrow. ond 155 
Virg. Oh Gods, his Eyes their Firmneſs ſtill maintain, 
And we are loſt for ever. „ 
Vol. Vet haſt thou made thy Mother and thy Wife 
More wretched than the miſerableſt Raman; 
As thou'rt the Cauſe of all this Deſolation, 
A Cauſe that we can neither hate nor curſe, 
Nor pray for thy Defeat; the reſt can pray, 
And they who cannot pray, yet dare to hope, 
And they who dare not hope, yet dare to wiſh, 
And ſtill are happy in th' extreameſt Line. 
But we can neither pray, nor hope, nor wiſh ; 
What can we wiſh for? for our Country's Priumph? 
That is, alas, to, wiſh for thy Deſtruction: _ = 
Or for thy Victory? Oh that's our Country's Ruin! 
Cor. J cannot, mult not any longer hear you. | 
Vol. A little more, and I have done for ever: 
Th' Ingratitude of Rome provokes thy Wrath 
To — a height, that nought but its Deſtruction 
Can ſatisfy thy thirſt of dire Revenge; l 
And yet was e' er Ingratitude like thine? 
Cor. Ingratitude? To whom? | 
Vol. To whom, but me? to me, who gave thee Life, 
By whom thou cam'ſt into the World a Roman, 
Who took peculiar care t' inſtruct thy Childhood, 
' inſtruct thy Youth in every gen'rous Art; 
— 00 | MWh 
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Who form'd thy growing Limbs to Martial Strength, 
And ftcel'd thy Breaſt with Fortitude Divine, 
Contempt of Danger, and contempt of Death, 
Inflam'd thy Breaft with thy dear Country's Love, 
Love of great Actions and eternal Fame; 
And who diſtinguiſh'd thee from other Romans, 
As much as they're diſtinguiſh'd by the Gods 
From all th' inferior Nations who ſurround them. 
Now in requital of theſe matchleſs Benefits, 
Ungrateful Marcius murders me. | 

Cor, W hat means my Mother? 1 

Pol. And can'ſt thou ask? And art thou then to know 
That tis the Maxim of each Roman Matron, 


That when ſhe can no longer live with Honour, 


Great Jove aloud calls out to her to die. 

And can I longer live with Honour? No; 

If thou-go'ſt on with thy curs'd Enterprize, 

Death or eternal Infamy's my choice. 

For I muſt cither live to ſee my Country 

In its laſt Pangs, and hear its dying Groans, 

While thou, my Child, art the deteſted Cauſe, 

The Subject of its frightful Imprecations; 

Or live to ſee thee dragg'd thro' Roman Streets, 

A dreadful Spectacle to Gods and Men, 

And doom'd to die the moſt accurſed Death 6 
Of Traytors and of Parricides, 

Therefore thou either muſt deſiſt, or kill me; 
This very moment thou muſt kill me, Marcius; 
Here, here's the Dagger, but thou giv'ſt the Blow; 
Yes, thou mult paſs o'er Her who gave thee Life, 
Before thou ſtir'it one Step t' aſſault thy Country. 


Cor, What would, at laſt, my Mother haye me do? | 


Muſt I be baniſh'd by the Polſciaus too? 

But juſtly baniſh'd, baniſh d as a Traytor? 

Muſt I betray my Benefactors then? 
Muſt I betray th* important Truſt repos'd in me? 
And ſo become the t-caff of all — 8 
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Pol. 1 would not have thee do a ſhameful thing, 

But love thy Glory equal with my Life; 

No; reconcile the jarring Nations only. So 

Cor. betray them: They reſolve on Con- 

© 225 =": © 7 . 

And will be ſatisfy'd with nought but Empire, 

At leaſt with Reſtitution of the Lands 

The Romans fo unjuſtly have uſurp'd from them; 

That was the Treaty which Menenius fign'd, 

And which Rome afterwards refus'd to ratify. 

If without that Condition I deſiſt, 

How can I &er behold Aufidius more? 

Or with what Eyes regard the Volſcian Lords? 

Or from the Volſcian People what expect 

But Infamy and Ruin ? more, 
Virg. The Gods forbid, thou e' er ſhould'ſt fee them 

No: Rome, repenting of its barb'rous Uſage, 

Has with one Voice repeabd its cruel Sentence. 

To Rome with me thou ſurely ſhalt return. 
Cor. And how can I behold afflicted Rome, 

Or how can Rome behold me? 

Me, who have laid its Territories waſte, 

Deſtroy'd its Cities with conſuming Fire, 

And made ten thouſand of its bleeding Sons 

Feel my remorſeleſs Sword's devouring Edge. 

If I bi baniſh'd when I fought and conquer'd for 

them 

What can I now expect but certain Death 

From its tumultous, feeble, faithleſs Tribunes ? 

Not only my Revenge, my Preſervation 

Requires that Rome ſhould fall. Can you deſire 

Your Son ſhould die to ſave his mortal Foes ? 

No: Periſh, periſh this ungrateful City! 
Vol. Dye then, Yolumnia : But, before I dic, 

Thus, thus the Mother falls at the Son's Feet, 

Not to ask any Pity for her ſelf, 

But Mercy, Mercy, for her ſinking Country. 

Down, Ladies, down. 12 | 
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Cor. Oh, the confuſion of my tortur'd: Soul! 

Fol. Pronounce Rome ſafe, or I am fall'n for ever. 

Cor. Ve Gods, ye Gods! live Rome, and Marcius die 
8 | 


rſt. . 
Oh, riſe, my Mother ; you and Rome have conquer'd; 
But your unhappy Son's for ever loft. 


Hoa! Who waits there ? 


| Give Orders that the Troops return tow'rds Antium, 

And tell Aufidius J expect him here. | | 

The Ty. march back towards Autium, where muſt 
1 go? 

Virg. Once more with us to Rome thou ſhalt return. 
Thy Apprehenſions to the Winds deliver. cog 
Our Romans will regard thee as a God, 

For ſhewing Mercy to thy bleeding Country, 
After ſuch mortal Provocations giv'n 
By black Ingratitude, and baſe Injuſtice. : 
Hol. 7 hou haſt done a Godlike Deed, and ſupream 
oe, : | 
And ev'ry God who ſees it, will reward it. 

Virg. Thou'ſt rais'd up a whole miſerable People, 
All in a moment, from Deſpair to Rapture. 

Hol. Oh, the tranſporting Joy that we ſhall meet 
At our Return in ev'ry Voice and Eye! | 
Virg. Our greateſt Conquerors were ne'er receiv'd 
With half the Joy, with half the Acclamarions ! 

Vol. Then what muſt our tempeſtuous Raptures be! 
Oh, we are happy as the Deathleſs Gods! 

Nor ſhall our Triumph be confin'd to Rome, 
Or the ſhort Time we live. WEE 

HFirg. No: o'er the Univerſe its Fame ſhall ſpread. 

Fol. Nations unborn, and Languages unform'd 
Shall tell the bliſsful Tale, and bleſs the Actors. 

Yes, with Immortal Bliſs, Immortal Fame——— 

Virg. And everlaſting Love we ſhall be crown'd. 
Bleſt with the long Poſſeſſion of my Marcias, 

I n&er till Death will part with him again. 
Cor. Here ceaſe your Tranſports. See, Aufidius comes - 
Pleaſe 
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Pleaſe to retire to yonder Tent a while, 


Enter Aufidius. 
Tullus Aufidins. Ha! 3 
Why doſt thou greet me with this alter'd Countenance, 
This ſilent Wonder in thy wrathful Eyes? MF bs 
Auf. Juſt now a Slave brought Orders to the Troops 
That they ſhould backward turn their March to Antium; 
And impudently faid he came from you. | 
Cor. Tis true, I ſent him. | | 


Auf. Then, Caius Marcius, you have done much | 


Wro | 
To me, and all the /l/cians. 1 1 
Cor. O Tullus, Tullus, hadſt thou but been by 
To hear the piercing things that mov'd my Soul, 
Thou wy ſt have ſworn they might engage even 
ove | | 
To change his high Decrees. 
Auf. Your Mother and your Wife we know have 
done this. Co 
Cor. The nobleſt Mother, and the tender'ſt Wife! 
Auf. Yes, they are dear Relations, I confeſs, 
And 'tis for them you ſer at Scorn the Gods, 
By whom ſo ſolemnly you ſwore. | 
Cor. Unlawful Oaths are in themſelves invalid. 
And is it lawful to deſtroy my Country? tt 
Auf. No, not your Country, but your mortal Foes 
And ſo the Romans, by their barb'rous Uſ: 
You ſaid were grown: You ſaid, and ſpoke + 
And this is but a poor and mean Eyaſion, 
And you muſt anſwer 't to th* Avenging Gods, 
By whom you ſwore with bitter Imprecations. 
Cor. Then I will anſwer it; let that ſuffice; 
And to the Gods alone I'll be accountable. | 
Auf. Yes, I dare truſt them, ſoon they will revenge 
The W.rong that's done to their Almighty Powers: 
But you mult aniwer your Offence to me. 
Cor. To you! 
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For I muſt take a long but fair Adieu. Ea. JFomen. 
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Auf. To me, ungrateful Man. 
Wiki ook you in, with open Arms, but I, 
A ſupplicating Exil and a Vagabond, 
Fallen below Pity, nay below Contempt? 
Who gave his Honour to the Volſcian Lords, 
That you inviolably ſhould be their? 
And rais d you up to more than former Glory, 
And even to envied Greatneſs, to the Power 
Of taking a Revenge as ample as thy Wiſh? 
Now what's the great Return a make for this? 
Cor. Such à Return as none but I could make; 
Such a Return as, not ten Days ago, 
Would have been Phrenſy in the proudeſt Volſcian 
To hope, or to expect. 3 — 5 hy 
J infus'd Spirit thro' your abje& Troops, 
Gave them a Taſte of. Deathleſs Victory, 
Firſt ſhew'd them that the Romans can be conquer'd: 
Compell'd my Countrymen to fue for Peace, 
And ſign an ignominious Treaty with you; 
The fare Conditions which Menenius brought; 
Shameful for them, but glorious to your Troops, 
And advantagious to the Yol/cian State. 


Auf. Name not the faithleſs Treaty, that condemn: 


ou; | 
For to What ſerves it, but to give Rome Breath 
To recollect her ſelf, and pour Revenge 
Into the very Heart of Volſcian Land? | 
Doing no more, thou haſt done leſs than nothing, 
But rankled and envenom'd more a Foe 
Too much provok'd by curſed Pride before. 

Cor. How ſelfiſh Men ftalk under public Zeal 
To their baſe Ends ! Before this Peace was granted 
Thou wert not fatisfy'd, but to thy Followers 
Thou breath'dſt, in Corners, ſullen Diſcontent. 
Then J went on too faſt, and too precipitate, 

And left whole Fortreſſes and Towns behind me, 
With an Intention to betray the Volſciaus, 

By cutting off their Intercourſe with Antium. | 
Tis not too little, but too much Succeſs, That 


And from my Triumphs o'er their baffled Leader. 
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That thus provokes the great Aaſfidiu Envy. * 
Auf. Envy a Traytor and a Parricide! - . 
Cor. Thou ſay'ſt that I have Obligations to thee; | 

To them thou oweſt that thou ſpeakꝰ ſt this, and livꝰſt. 

Yes, take thy Life; Fove gave it thee at firſt, - - 


I give it now; and now I owe thee nothing. 


Auf. My Life from you! Firſt have it in your Power. 


Cor. Thou know'ſt, Aufidius, tis much harder for me 


To ſay I'II kill thee, than to ſtrike the Blow. 
Twelve times, thou know'ſt, when I advanc'd my 
Sword | 2 5 


The Deſtinies advanced their fatal Sheers, _ 


And nought but ignominious Flight could ſave thee. 
Auf. And canſt thou think thou art the Man thou 
„ | 


When thou retain'dſ thy Honour and thy Virtue? 


Cor. Both Gods and Men, with one Conſent, proclaim 
That Marcius is the Man he always was; 

His Honour and his Virtue ſtill the ſame : 

And therefore the Immortal Powers aſſiſt me, 

And Fortune is my Friend and my Confed'rate, 

And whatſoever Side I chuſe, for that declares. 


3 *'Tis I that made my ſoaring Country ſtoop, 


That never ſtoop'd before; and when they ſu'd 
For Peace, to me they ſupplicating ſu'd, 
And took no Notice of the Great Aufidius. 


Now e be Voices of thy Countrymen; * 
t 


I gave them Orders to march back to Antiun, 
See then if thou can'ſt lead them on to Rome. : 
Auf. Too well I am convinc'd thou haſt ſeduc'd, 


| | By curſed Flattery, and by ſhameful Arts, 


My Followers, my Soldiers, and my Friends. 


Cor. Tis likely I ſhould ſtoop to flatter Yol/tians, 


Who ne'er could bow my Nature to Compliance 
Even with my Country's mean and abje& Cuſtoms. 


*Twas my Authority alone ſeduc'd them, 


Authority from Deathleſs Actions drawn, | 


Auf. 


| 
} 
| 
| 
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Auf. Oh, they muſt needs admire the wondrous Man, 


Who for ſome certain Drops of Womens Rheum, T 
That are as cheap as Lies, betray'd and fold | 80 
The Labour of . Noble Enterprize, 

Their Intereſt, and their Glory. Nature, 


Cor. Thus far A curb'd my impatient 
But on thy Life no more; tor, by great Mars 

Auf. N. ame not the God, thou Boy of Tears. 

Cor. Nay then , 

Auf. Upon this Spot retract thy injurious Order, 
Or thou ſhalt ſeal it with thy Blood, or mine. 

Cor. Then take thy Wiſh. | I * 
This Boy, that, like an Eagle in a Dove-Court, 
Flutter'd a thouſand Yol/cians in Corioli, 

And did it without Second or Aſſiſtance, 
Thus fends their mighty Chief to rail in Hell. 
| | | D Fight, Aufid. falls. 

Auf. O Marcius! thou haſt conquer'd, and Aufidius 

Is now but Duſt ; but, with my flowing Blood, 

My Frantic Paſſion cools forgive me, Marcius, 

Thar I thus far provok'd thy noble Nature : 

And I, to merit thy Forgiveneſs, tell thee 

That thou, like me, art in the Shades of Death, 
And ſoon wilt follow me, unleſs thou--- Oh! [ Dies. 

Cor. Hail! and eternally Farewell, brave Tullus / 

But what's the Caution Death thus interrupted? 

Thou ſoon ſhalt follow me, unleſs thou what? 

Oh! here's the Explication of th* Ænigma. 
Enter three of the Tribunes, with their Swords drawn. 


1 Trib. Where is our General ? | 

Cor. There. | > 

1 Trib. What Wretch's Hand has done this curſed 
. „ | . 

Cor. A Wretch whoſe Hand's inur'd to Volſcian Blood. b 


Then love thy ſelf, and vaniſh. Go, be gone, 
| Provoke him not. e 
1 Trib. Provoke the Villain! 


1 come not only to provoke but kill him. 
Cor. 
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Cor. If thou haſt Power to kill him, he'll engage 
To own that he's a Villain. This to try. | Ks bim. 
So, for all thee I ſtill am very Honeſt. 

2 Trib. Our fourth Man either loyters, or betrays us. 
Let us ſtrike home, and let us ſtrike together. 

We will revenge our General and our Friend. 
What, do you recoil ? 

Cor. Yes, like a Martial Engine, to advance 

With certain Execution. Lie thou there. 
 [ Kills the ſecond. Women ſprick behind the Scenes. 
Enter fourth Tribune. | 

Vol. and Vir. Behind, Oh, look behind. 

Cor. The Women ſee and {hrick. I muſt diſpatch. 
Theſe two are Victims to my juſt Reſentment, 

Fall thou a Sacrifice to Tallus *Ghoſt 
[ Kills the 3d Trib. and the th runs him thro the Back. 

4 Trib. Now falls the Sacrifice which moſt will pleaſe 

him. Loud Shrek. 

Cor. No, treacherous Villain, I have Lite remaining 
To ſend thee to the under World before me, 

And thou ſhalt be the Lacquey of my Fate. 


Fly, Dog, and tell Aufidius that I come. CLR. 


Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Valeria. 

Vol. Alas, my Son, my Son! 

Vir. My deareſt Leak 
Ah, Gods, the Blood runs ſtreaming from hisWound ! 
He bleeds to Death ! and is no Succour nigh? 
Haſte, fly for help. 

Cor. All Help 1s vain, for we muſt part, /7 reilia. 

Vir. No, we muſt not; F there's not a God in Heaven 
So cruel to decree me quite ſo wretched. 
Cor. My Blood and Life are at the loweſt Ebb. 
Vir. Ab, now I ſee a Sight that will diſtract * 
And dread the utmoſt Malice of my Fate; 
For the firſt time my Marcius now turns pale. 

Hol. Vet looks undaunted ſtill. 


Cor. Mother, farewell. N ay, if you weep ! —— | 


Fol. "Tis I have only Cauſe, tis I have done * 
5 hy 
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58 The Invader of his Country: Or, 
Thy filial Piety has been thy Fare; . 
| And 1 have ilbd my Son. : „ BY 
Cor. You have fav'd your Country. 
Vol. What's my Country noẽw. 
To me a Widow, helpleſs, childleſs, comfortleſs? 4 
Cor. My everlafting Fame be now your Son. 
And your own Deathleſs Glory be your Husband. At 
W here-ever- Roman Annals ſhall be read, 
The Godlike Action you have done this Day 
To endleſs Ages will tranſmit your Name, de 
And all the Good cternally will blefs you. + 
Be it your Care to comfort poor Virgilia. 
Fir. Is this the Happineſs that I expected? 
Now firſt I hop'd to have thee mine entirely, 
Inſeparably mine, and now we part. 
For ever part. And muſt we? No, we will not; 
For when thou go'ft Virgilia will not flay. _ 
Cor. Virgilia, let me die as I have liv'd, 
And, like a Roman, view the Tyrant Death, 
With Scorn, as I have always done in Battle. 
Thy Grief alone can make him formidable, 
One parting Kiſs; a long, a long Farewell. Dies. 
Fir. 1 * gone, he's gone, and J no more muſt ſec ih K 
im! 7. 
No more muſt dwell upon his charming Tongue, 
And hang on his enchanting Lips no more. 
And thou prophetic Vifion of the Night, 
And ye the dire Forebodings of my Soul, 
All, all is come to paſs. Sce here he lies 
Ay, here he lies, ſurpriz'd, ſurrounded, murther d. 
Vol. Vet in his Fall he {tilt is Coriolanus, — = 
Himſelf alone a Conqueror o'er Numbers; 
HFimſelf the dread Revenger of his Murther. 
But the juſt Gods require an ampler Vengeance, 
For their loy'd Heroe's Death. Even now the Years 
Come crouding on, for fo the Gods infpire me, 
When Rope ſhall all the Land around poffefs, 
And even the Name of Holſoian be no more. [ Shot. 
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The Fatal Reſentment. 79 
Enter Cominius, Menenius and Attendants. . 
My Lords Cominius and Menenius here! 

Com. We came with freſh Inſtructions from the 
| Senate, %% 5 
And larger Offers ſtill of ſnameful Peace, 

But ank the Yolſcians fled in wild Confuſion, 
And panic Fright, for ſo our Hinds inform us; 
Upon what wondrous Accident they know not. 

Vol. See there the Cauſe; 

See where their mighty Chief, Aufidius, lies. | 
Men. And, Oh! ſee Marcius pale in Blood beſide 
pr» 

Com. What provok'd Death to make this diſmal 

Havock ! | 

Vol. That Queſtion muſt redouble all my Griefs: 
I was the fatal, I the only Cauſe. 

Com. You? : py 
Vol. I, on my Son, prevail'd at length for Mercy; 

Which caus'd Aufidius Rage, and all their Fates. 

Com. O Death! thou haſt a coſtly Conqueſt made, 
ind waſted all at once, like fooliſh Spendthrifts, 
The Soil that would have brought thee many a plen- 
| _ teous Harveſt. 

W ho' Marcus fill'd his Country with Confuſion, 

PV hich ſtill lies ſtrugling in Convulſive Pangs, 

e ſhall not paſs unprais'd nor unlamented: 
or *twas thy Fate in Death, as in thy Life, 
No be thy Country's Champion and Deliverer. 
In ſolemn, flow Proceſſion let us march, 
And bear the ſad Remains of him to Rome, 
| | here pompous Rites of Funeral ſhall be paid them. | 
Where, Ladies, you who have thus nobly fav'd - 3 
our Country, ſhall receive immortal Honours. 
ut they who thro' Ambition, or Revenge, 
Dr impious Int'reſt, join with foreign Foes, 
' Invade or to betray their Native Country, 
Fhall find, like Coriolanus, ſoon or late, 
rom their perfidious Foreign Friends their Fate. 
. 


